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To  the  Most  Noble 

PHILIP, 

Marquis  of  Wharton  and  Catherlaghy 
Earl  of  Wharton  and  Rathfarnam, 

Vifcount  WINCHEADON, 
And  Baron  of  Wharton  and  Trim. 

My  LorDj 

HE  Permiffion  of  this  Addrefs  to 
Your  Lordfhip5  from  fo  young 
an  Author,  and  one  of  fo  mean 
a  Rank5  is  an  Honour  I  could 
only  have  expe<5ted  from  Your 
Lordfhip's  Condefcenfion  and  Good  Nature. 

Titles  cannot  lb 'well  diftinguifli  a  No* 
bleman,  as  a  Fropenfity  to  Great  Attions  $ 
A  3  and 


vi  DEDICATION. 

and  Great  Anions  ever  Ihew  themfelves  tc 
beft  Advantage,  from  the  Objects  on  whicF 
employ'd;  and  that  it  is  peculiar  to  Youi 
Lordfliip's  Chara&er,  that  You  fet  no  grea- 
ter a  Value  on  the  Goods  of  Fortune,  than  a; 
they  may  be  rendered  conducive  to  the  Hap* 
pinefs  of  that  Part  of  Mankind,  over  which 
Providence  has  happily  plac'd  your  Lord- 
Chip ;  and  can  look  down  with  a  Face  o 
Good  Nature  on  the  meaneft  Attempts,  the 
Honour  You  have  done  me  in  taking  this  Co- 
me dy  under  Your  Patronage,  will  de- 
monflrate  to  the  World. 

I  had  no  Defert  by  which  to  pretend  t£ 
Your  Lordfliip's  Favour,  but  you  firft  by 
Your  Generofity  embolden'd  me  to  throw  thh 
^trifle  at  your  Feet,  and  then  indulged  me  ir 
my  Requeft,  by  an  obliging  Willingnefs  oi 
becoming  my  Patron. 

It  were  an  Impudence  in  me  to  pretenc 
to  the  Praife  of  Your  Lordfhip's  Virtues  ; 
and  it  is  a  tfheme  I  doubt  not  will  employ 
lome  Pens  of  the  greateft  Reputation  -y  I  fhal 
rather  choofe  to  follow  the  Judicious  Exam- 
ples of  that  Great  Painter,  who  wifely  drew 
a  Vail  over  thole  Beauties  he  was  confciou 
he  wanted  Art  to  imitate,  than  to  incur  th< 
Guilt  of  derogating  from  Your  many  anc 
great  Accompliihments,  by  my  want  of  Skil 
to  conduit  me  in  fuch  an  Undertaking  j  lo  3 

fhal 
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fhall  content  my  fclf,  with  filently  admiring 
thofe  Perfe&ions  in  Your  Lordfhip,  whid} 
I  freely  own  I  have  not  a  Capacity  to  de£ 
cribe :  The  Height  of  my  Ambition  is  this 
Liberty  of  confeffing  my  Obligations  to  Your 
Lordfhip,  and  of  fubfcribing  my  felf, 


My  Lord, 

Tour  Lord/hip's  much  obligd^ 
and  obedient  humble  Servant 5 


Christopher  Bullock. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Elrington. 

12*  and  Ton  Critics  have,  in  evi 

[ry  Age 

Maintained  hot  Wars  with  fii 
[unwearied  Rage 
*£he  Quarrel  mighty  perhaps 5  I 
[grounded  right 
And  only  Falfe  Wit  did  your  Spleens  excite  : 
Thus  was  your  Anger  juft^  and  its  Effeffi 
Good  Sencc  feftabltjlo  and  bad  Zajles  correal 
But  new  you  judge  from  Pajffion,  not  fm 

[Keafon 

All  Wifs  thought  Factious *  and  all  Satyr-  * 

[ftreafo  £ 

2b  what  fad  End  the  Bard  mufi  rack  h.  *j 

[Brai:  « 

Whilfl you  11  firft  damn  his  Words 5  and  then- 

[explai  v 

Affiivn  and  Art  are  loJl9  when  Cenfure's  Swoi  « 
Is  ready  out^  and  certain  Death's-  the  Word. 
Our  Author  for  himfelf  all  Fears  difclaims 
Since  he  alone  at  your  Diver fion  aims  $ 
And  counts  it  Merit 5  if  he  can  but  move 
His  Pit  by  Laughter  his  poor  Scenes  fapprov 

B 


PROLOGUE.  ix 

]ut  mourns  the  ungenerous  Jealoufie  of  Spleen, 
%it  wrefis  to  vile  Conftruftion  th'  barmlefs 

[Scene. 

Be  jufi  at  leafi,  if  you  will  not  he  kind, 
frraign  us  not  for  ^things  we  ne'er  defigtfd: 
Tts  bard  beneath  a  double  Load  to  bow  ; 
)  be  not  Partial  and  Invet'rate  too  ! — 
'woln  with  Succefs,  and  in  Opinion  high, 
)ur  Rivals  all  our  weak  Efforts  defie ; 
ind  laugh  to  fee  us  toil  and  heave  in  vain, 
^ike  Sifyphus,  a  Stone  which  backwards  falls 

[again. 


Sure  we  are  feated  on  Enchanted  Ground, 
ind  nought  can  profper  'till  the  Charm's  un- 
bound : 

f  Prejudice  the  fatal  Magick  be, 
rour  Smiles  may  looje  that  Charm,  and  fet  us 

[free  ! 

et  not  thofe  poor  forfaken  Benches  fbow 
TJke  Fairy  Rings  on  which  no  Grafs  will  grow : 
divide  your  Favours  with  an  equal  Hand, 
Ve'll  firive  to  prize  'em,  tho'  we  can't  com- 
mand. 

rf  theft  our  Stage  your  gen'rous  Pity  raife, 
the  lefs  our  Merit  is,  the  more  your  P raife. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perform 


MEN. 

Colonel  Manly ;  a  Gentleman  °f^or-\j^r,  Leigh. 

turn,  S 
Charles  Courwell;  a  Younger  Bro-l^  E]r- 

ther  of  a  /mall  Fortune,  J 
«r  Amorous  Vainwit  ;  a  J^sV,,.  Bullock  > 

Pedantick  Fop  of  a  larpe  Eflate,  J  *W 
Mr.  Vulture;  an  Old  RichUtiglous\Mf  Bul|ock 

Stock  Jobber,  J 

Alpin  ;  Servant  to  Colonel  Manly,  Mr.  piller. 

Butler;   Mr.  Ogden. 

Servant  y  ~~-~Mr,  Eaton. 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Outfide ;  a  Rich  Young  Widow,  Mrs.  Roger?. 
Miranda  ;    Courtwell'i    S/fcr,  Cro&. 

Young  Lady  of  a  good  Fortune,  J 
Claiinda  ;  a  Gentlewoman  of  aP'°°dmlj^J  Spiller 

Famtly,  debauch  d  by  Sir  Amorous,  j  " 
NeceuVv;  ffr<?  Widows  Ohamber-'!^^  EJfora 

Betty ;  Clarinda'i  M*id. 

Quit  wart. 

SC  ENE,  LONDON. 

tfime  of  Aftion,  from  Four  of  the  Clock  in  the  Aftern 
till  Eleven  at  Night. 


WOMAN 

ISA 

RIDDLE. 


ACT  I.   SCENE  a  Chamber, 

nter  Colonel  Manly,  and  Us  Man  Afpin.    The  Colonel 
ferufing  a  Letter. 

/ 

??+  Man.  SflBK^Ji^SIS  HERE  is  fomething  in  the 
Adventure  of  this  Lady  fo 
very  unaccountable,  (ev'n 
beyond  the  natural  Extrava- 
gance of  her  Sex)  that  I  am 
I  not  able  to  guefs  what  (he 
efign?,  or  una;  the  lhou'd  be. 
Afpin.  Why,  Sir,  according  to  my  (hallow  Under- 
anding,  her  Defign  muft  be  upon  your  Perfon ;  but 
hat  fhe  is,  I  cannot  poflibly  find  out ;  but  do  firmly 
elieve  'tis  fome  Fairy  or  other,  who  has  taken  a  Liking 
3  you. — Why,  you  laugh  now,  Matter,  but  upon  my 
oul  I  have  not  refled  one  Might  in  quiet  fince  this 
bought  came  into  my  Head. 
Col  Mm.  Away  with  thefe  fooli£h  Chirasera'*. 

4fc 
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Afp.  Why,  Sir,  you  arc  as  unbelieving  as  a  jfew.~- 
am  certain  I  was  nor  deceiv'd  laft  Night;  for  peepin 
thro'  the  Key-hole  of  the  Door,  I  (aw  this  fame  cpir 
that  is  in  Love  with  you,  and  a  hopeful  Attendant  wit 
her ;  but  I  own  I  had  not  the  Courage  to  go  in  an 
keep  'em  Company. 

Man.  And  cou'd  not  you  fee  where  they  went  out 

Afp.  See  where  they  went  out!  Why,  no  dout 
they  vanifh'd,  according  to  their  ufual  Cuflom ;  but  lc 
*em  go  where  they  will,  I'm  fure  I  was  fo  frightec 
that  as  I  flood  at  th'  Top  of  the  Stairs,  my  Fear  let  m 
tumble  to  the  Bottom. 

Man.  It  fhall  go  very  hard  but  I'll  difcover  her. — 1 
certainly  muft  be  (he  that  I  have  met  three  or  four  time 
in  the  Park,  the  Stile  of  her  Letters  is  fo  like  the  Di( 
courfe  of  that  witty  Creature— Well,  if  it  be  (he,  am 
the  Beauty  of  her  Face  comes  up  to  that  of  her  Shape 
her  Mien,  her  lilly  Hands  and  fnowy  Breafts,  I  flial 
run  diftrafted  for  her, 

i4/J."  That's  more  than  I  (hall  do  for  her  Ladyfhip* 
Attendant ;  befides  I  don't  like  this  Correfpondence  witl 
Fairies,  my  Confcience  utterly  difapproves  of  fuch  dia 
bolical  Proceedings. 

Man.  Your  Fear,  you  mean :  You'll  be  very  fit  tc 
follow  me  to  a  Camp  if  there  (hou'd  be  Occafion. 

Afp*  O  dear  Sir,  by  no  means.  My  Talent  (I  than! 
you)  lies  all  to  Civil  Employment ;  I'll  leave  the  Part  ol 
having  ones  Throat  cut  to  fuch  noble  Gentlemen  as  yoi 
are— But  for  this  Spirit,  Sir,  fince  you  are  fo  arra'd 
with  Refolurion,  why  don't  you  (peak  to  it? 

Man.  Why,  Sirrah,  when  I  found  a  Letter  upon  my 
Table  th'  other  Day,  in  which  (he  commanded  me  te 
leave  an  Anfwer  in  the  fame  Place,  did  not  I  watch  a 
whole  Day  and  Night  to  fee  her  ?  And  when  I  def- 
pair*d  of  her  Appearance,  and  fiept  into  the  next  Room 
for  half  a  quarter  of  an  Hour,  was  not  my  Letter  gone 
at  my  Return? 

Enter  Courtwell. 
Ha!  Charles  Courtwell!  the  very  Man  I  was  wiflhing 
for ;  I  have  tb*  moil  whimiiql  Adventure  CO  acquaint 
you  with—    "  *~ 

Couth 
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Court.  Colonel  Manly  ^  your  Servant :  Four  o'clock, 
and  nor,  yet  dreft  \  Why,  'tis  a  Miracle  to  meet  with 
you  at  Home  at  this  Hour. 

M*n.  Faith  I  find  fo  little  good  Company  abroad, 
that  there's  no  Temptation. 

Court  But  I  prefume,  you  have  had  fome  at  Home 
that  has  kept  you  in  your  Bed  fo  late, 

Man.  No  faith,  'twas  a  Debauch  that  I  made  laft 
Nighr,  which  kept  me  out  of  it  till  Seven  this  Morn- 
ing :  I  have  as  many  Qualms,  as  a  young  breeding  Wo- 
man. 

Court.  O  !  you  (hoii'd  drive  out  one  Debauch  with 
another ;  you  11  not  be  your  felf  til)  you're  warm  with 
the  fame  Sport :  What  fay  you,  will  you  make  one  to 
a  Bowl  of  Rack-Punch  at  Charing-Crofs. 

Man.  No,  faith,  I  can't  approve  of  your  Cure  for 
a  Drunken  Sicknefs. 

Court.  If  you  are  not  difpos'd  for  Drinking,  will 
you  go  to  the  Playhoufe,  there's  a  new  Comedy  to  be 
a&ed  to  Night  ? 

Man.  I  naufeate  the  Place  ;  'tis  become  worfe  of 
late  than  a  Coffee-Houfe :  The  Rage  of  Party  is  fo  Pre- 
dominant, that  ev'n  publick  Diverfion  is  interrupted* 
and  'tis  impoffible  to  fit  out  a  Play  with  any  Satisfaction, 
for  the  ridiculous  Comments  which  a  Man  is  oblig'd  td 
hear  from  the  Politicians  in  the  Pit. 

Court.  That  is  a  publick  Grievance  incjeed,  and  not 
to  be  redrefs'd,  but  by  a  general  Confent  of  the  Perfbns 
who  frequent  the  Theatres,  by  refolving  to  go  only  foe 
their  Diverfion,  without  the  poo**  Satisfaftion  ot  in- 
dulging their  Spleen. 

Man.  In  fliort,  the  old  Plays  are  fo  curtail'd  for  fear 
of  giving  Offence  to  Parties,  that  if  Shake/pear,  Fletcher, 
and  J-ohnfon  were  alive,  they'd  hardly  believe  their  Pro- 
ductions legitimate ;  and  for  New  Plays,  there  can  be 
none  worth  feeing,  fince  the  Vicioufnefs  of  the  Age  has 
beat  out  Satyr's  trlpple  row  of  Teeth  by  a  kind  of  ge- 
neral Confent, 

Court.  But  I  muft  tell  you,  I  think  you  wrong  the 
modern  Bards ;  there  are  Fools  expos'd  in  moft  of  our 
new  Plays, 

6  mm 
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Man.  Ay,  I  grant  you  they  may  be  free  with  tfce 
Chara&er  of  a  Fool,  for  no  Man  will  take  that  to  him- 
felf ;  the  greateft  Coxcomb  that  ever  was,  believ'd  him- 
felf  a  Wit;  .but  for  Knaves,  who  dare  meddle  with 
them  in  this  Age.  In  fliort,  the  World  is  become  fo 
wicked,  that  'tis  almoft  Criminal  to  fpeak  againft  Kna- 
very, and  you  can  hardly  lafh  a  Vice,  without  creating 
a  potent  Enemy, 

Court.  The  mercenary  Temper  of  the  Poets  has  not  a 
little  conduc'd  to  the  Prohibition  of  a  Satyr. 

Man*  True;  we  have  not  a  Wycherly  now,  no  Plain- 
Dealer  left  in  the  Tribe  ,  they  drop  the  Dcfign  of  Co- 
medy, with  the  publick  Good,  for  their  private  Interefts ; 
and  Fear,  or  Gain,  or  both,  make  'em  rather  countenance, 
than  lafh  the  Vices  of  the  Age ;  they  ftudy  nothing 
now,  but  to  advance  the  Profits  of  the  Third  Day,  fo 
lard  their  Plays  with  Party  Inveclives,  and  by  feverely 
railing  at  one  Side,  get  tneir  abominable  Stuff  fupported 
by  the  Intereft  of  the  other. 

Court.  Well,  I  perceive  you  are  no  ways  difpos'd  for 
any  Diverfion  to  Night,  lb  I'll  leave  you  to  you* 
Meditations. 

Man.  No,  you  fhan't  go  yet. 

Court.  O,  I  had  forgot;  Prithee  what's  the  Adven- 
ture you  have  to  acquaint  me  with  ? 

Man.  I'll  tell  you  —  You  muft  know  I  have  an  j 
invifible  Miftrefs,  a  Thing  of  Air,  that  conjures  kfe  f 
thro'  the  Keyhole  of  my  Door,  leaves  Letters  for  me  ( 
upon  the  Table,  and  returns  for  their  Anfwers. 

Court.  This  is  furprizing  indeed. 

Man.  Faith  'tis  true,  tho*  I  have  left  a  Letter  f( 

upon  the  Table  in  this  very  Room,  loclc'd  the  Door, 
taken  the  Key  in  my  own  Pocket,  went  out,  return'd.  in  I 
hatf  an  Hour,  my  Letter  has  been  gone,  and  another,  by  jj 
way  of  Reply,  left  in  its  Place.    There's  the  lad,  prithee  i 
je.d  it. 

Court-  (reads)  Colonel,  You  are  iery  importunate  to 
know  who  [ am i  and  by  what  Power  I  converfe 
with  you  thus  :  Be  fatisfy'd,  I  am  worth  the  I 
knowings  hut  will  not  dif cover  my  felf.    Love  is  « 
the  Tower  by  which  I  move,  and  I  take  a  Yleafure 

in  \ 
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in  puzzling  them  I  have  the  gveateft  Value  for. 
Set  Invention  to  work,  for  I  am  a  Biddle,  expound 
me>  and  take  me. 
This  is  the  moft  romancick  Adventure  I  ever  heard  of. 

Man.  So  you  wou'd  fay  indeed,  did  you  know  all  — 
She  is  acquainted  with  all  my  Affairs,  even  my  moft  fecret ; 
nay,  fhe  has  intimated  her  Knowledge  of  a  Difcourfe 
that  happen'd  only  betwixt  you  and  I,  when  you  pro - 
pos'd  your  Sifter  to  me,  and  which  you  enjoin'd  me  par- 
ticularly to  keep  a  Secret :  In  thefe  Affairs  Hie  is  extra- 
vagantly furpriziug ;  that  damn'd  impertinent  Vice,  Cur- 
riojity,  which  ruin'd  the  fiift  Woman,  has  fruitfully 
fpreaditfelf  thro' the  whole  Sex,  to  the  Interruption  of 
many  a  charming  Intrigue,  and  moie  particularly  actuates 
this  little  Fairy,  this  thing  of  Air,  which  haunts  me  ;  fpr 
I  have  not  had  an  Affair  with  any  Woman  this  Month, 
tho'  never  fo  fecretly  managed,  but  (he  has  difcover'd  ; 
for  my  part,  I  believe  fhe  deals  with  the  Devil. 

Afp.  Now,  Mailer,  I  am  inclin'd  to  believe 'tis  the 
Devil  himfelf ;  the  rather,  beca&fe  he  wears  Petticoats* 
and  choofes  the  Shape  of  a  Woman,  the  eah'er  to  compaf* 
the  Ruin  of  a  Man  ;  befides,  'tis  a  Form  that  heft3grec< 
with  his  Infernal  Qualities ;  for  I  have  often  heard  mar- 
ried  Men  affirm,  That  a  Woman  has  fo  much  of  lY 
yil  in  her  Nature,  that  fometimes  'twou'd  puzzle  a  C6if* 
jurer  to  diftinguifli  one  from  t'other. 

Man.  Your  Affurance  his  ill-tim'd-  ■  -What  evrl 
Converfation  has  corrupted  your  Manners  ?    [Exit  Afpitn 

Court.  A/pin  approves  of  a  modern  Axiom,  a  Man 
had  better  lofe  his  Friend  than  his  Jell  — -  You  may  pb- 
ferve  by  his  Sentiments  how  apt  we  are  to  imitate  our 
Superiors  :  The  very  Footmen  grow  prophane,  and  Senfe 
is  fo  much  miftaken  in  thefe  Days,  that  Religion  and  Ma- 
trimony are  the  common  Topicks  for  the  Raillery  of 
our  modern  Wits,  Lewdnefs  being  the  di/tinguifhing 
Marl,  of  a  fine  Gentleman,  and  Atheifm  of  a  Wit. 

Man.  This  Humour  fpreads  itfelf  too  much  —  But  as 
only  foul  Stomachs  corrupt  wholefome  Food,  fo  weak 
pnderftanding  only  receive  the  Infection      ■  Ignorance 

the  rank  Soil  which  produces  the  Weeds  of  Atheifm 
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and  Obfcenity  ;  but  a  Man  of  true  Senfe  dares  be  modefl 
and  religious,  notwithftanding  the  Tyranny  of  Cu%>m. 

Court.  Cuftom  indeed  is  the  greateft  Enemy  to  Truth  ; 
(lie  has  made  fuch  a  Similitude  between  Wifdom  and 
Folly,  they  are  hardly  to  be  di/iinguiuYd,  and  very  of- 
ten miftaken  one  for  the  other. 

Man.  Eipecially  in  our  modern  Converfatioiv  where 
the  height  of  Wifdom  conGfts  in  cxpofing  the  Imperfe- 
<Sions  of  Mankind,  and  Rudenefc  and  Ill-Nature  pafs  for 
UnderfUnding. 

Court.  Well,  'tis  pity  Raillery  ever  fliou'd  be  accept- 
ed for  Wit. 

Man.  Which  it  will  be,  as  long  as  Ill-Mature  pleafes 
every  Body  but  the  Perfon  'tis  aim'd  at. 

Court.  I  am  furprizM  that  the  Vice  or  Folly  of  a  Man 
fliou'd  contribute  to  the  Pleafure  of  his  Fellow-Crea- 
ture*. 

Man.  Thefe  Philofophical  Sentiments  will  never  re- 
commend us  to  the  Ladies— If  you  defign  the  AcquiG- 
tion  of  their  Favours,  you  mull  comply  with  the  Mode, 
make  your  Wit  a  Pimp  to  your  Pleafure,  your  Reafon  a 
Servant  to  your  Intereft;  flatter  the  Perfon  you  have  a 
DeGgn  upon,  be  fatyrically  rude  to  the  reft  of  her  Com- 
pany, and  exquiGtely  fcurrilous  upon  her  abfent  Ac- 
quaintance ;  Scandal  and  Tea  are  a  fine  Woman's  Nou- 
riflimeat.  But  this  is  a  LefTon  you  are  not  to  learn ; 
and  now  we  talk  of  a  fine  Woman,  how  goes  the 
Widow  and  thee  on  ? 

Court.  Why,  faith,  like  Man  and  Wife,  continually 
quarrelling ;  hut  I  have  at  laft  found  her  to  be  a  very 
tWoman. 

}£zr..  How  mean  you  ? 

Court.  She  makes  an  Afs  of  every  Lover  (lie  has,  and 
don't  know  her  own  Mind  half  an  Hour  together,  conltant 
in  nothing  her  Vanity  is  intolerable;  (lie  has  fuch  an  Opini- 
on of  her  Beauty,  (he  believes  every  Man  that  fees  her  is 
languHhing  ;  and  notwithftanding  her  Vow  againft  Ma- 
trimony, 'tis  her  greatefi  Ambition  to  have  a  Crowd  of 
Admirers  \  flic  has  Servants  ot  all  Sorts,  and  all  Degrees, 
from  the  Nobleman  to  the  Mechanick;  from  the  Beau 
to  the  Ruflick  ;  from  the  Rake  to  the  Ufurer  ;  from  the 
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gay  airy  Fop  of  Twenty-one,  to  the  fupercilious  Fana- 
lick  of  Fifty  two;  and  from  a  red  Coat  and  a  Feather* 
co  a  j.ipan'd  Cane  and  a  brufh'd  Beavei'  -In  fliort,  (he 
has  more  Lovers  than  a  pretty  Wench  in  an  Univerlity. 

Man,  I  find  the  Widow  has  as  many  Worfhippers  as 
the  AG  that  carry'd  the  Egyptian  Goddefs,  when  many 
bow'd  their  Knees  not  to  the  Beaft  but  to  the  Burden. 

Court.  Your  Comparifon  is  fomewhat  impolite. 

Man.  But  apt  and  reafonable,  Faith  Charles:  a  free 
Jointure  is  the  raoft  attractive  Grace  in  a  Widow,  I 
grant  you  may  in  the  height  of  your  Paflion>  fay  a 
world  of  fine  Things  of  the  Woman;  but  believe  me, 
you  amorous  Wafps  that  make  fuch  Mufick  about  the 
Gally-por,  come  only  for  the  Honey  that's  in't :  But  is 
it  poflible  thou  can'ft  have  a  real  Pafllon  for  the  Widow  ? 

Court.  Why  not?  She  has  Youth  and  Good-Naturea 
and  her  Beauty  is  able  to  foften  the  moft  obdurate 
Heart. 

Man.  Thy  Heart,  Courttvell,  is  like  a  Looking-Glafs* 
it  prefencly  receives  the  Image  of  what  is  reprefented 
before  it,  and  as  foon  lofes  it ;  But  you  have  a  very 
powerful  Rival  that  you  don't  know  of  yer,  Sir  A.~ 
?norous  Vaimvit* 

Court.  I  have  feen  the  Gentleman,  but  have  no  Ac* 
cjuaintance  with  him.    What  Sort  of  a  Spark  is  he  ? 

Man.  A  Fellow  that  makes  Intrigues  the  greater!  Bu- 
finefs  of  his  Life;  he's  a  Romance  in  Folio,  compos'd  ot 
a  thoufand  comical  Adventures  and  pleafant  Intrigues^ 
which  he  vouches  all  to  be  his  own.  He  has  one  Vice 
I  greatly  diflike;  he  will  boaft  of  Favours  receiv'd  from 
the  firft  Women  of  Quality,  when  I  am  fure  the  Rogus 
never  had  an  Affair  with  any  thing  above  his  Laundreis's* 
Daughter,  a  Chamber- Maid,  or  a  Citizen's  Wife*. 
Enter  Afpin. 

AJ).  Sir  Amorous  Vainvuifs  Chariot  is  at  the  Door;: 
will  your  Honour  be  pleas'd  to  be.  within  ? 

Man.  Yes  :  Wait  on  him  up.  T  his  worthy  Knight 
will  prorrife  as  much  as  a  Courtier,  and  peirorm  as  little; 
when  you  are  out  of  his  Sight  you  are  ou:  of  his  Me- 
mory :  Pe  fpeaks  ill  of  no  Man  to  his  Face,  nor  well  of 
any  behind  their  Backs,  and  is  even  vexaiioufly  kip  i 
~  "  '       *       B  5  m  "  withi 
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with  his  Complements  and  external  Civilities :  He  is  of- 
ten affronted,  but  never  out  of  Humour;  nay,  I  have 
known  him  tread  upon  a  Man*$  Toes,  on  purpofe  to 
(hew  his  Talent  in  asking  Pardon  :  He  is  wond'rous  fond 
of  obfolete  Words ;  I  have  known  him  compliment  a 
Lady  in  the  Terms  of  Ghymiflcry  and  Fortification;  his: 
Converfation  is  meer  Pedantry ;  he's  full  as  ridiculous, 
and  more  unintelligible  than  a  Quack- Phyfician* 

Court.  This  is  a  very  whimfical  Character,  and  malici- 
oufly  witty.    Is  he  learned  ? 

Man.  Yes,  as  a  French  Taylor,  in  nothing  but  the 
Fafhions. 

Court.  Of  what  Family  is  he  ? 

Man.  He  was  the  ton  of  a  Mercer ;  his  Father  was  a 
good  indulgent  Man,  and  ftrove  to  make  him  (what  Na- 
ture never  defign'd)  a  Scholar,  and  a  Man  of  Parts  s  He 
put  him  early  to  the  Univerfity,  where  he  Maid  three 
Years  to  fmall  purpofe;  from  thence  he  was  tranlplanted 
to  one  of  our  Collegiate  Inns  of  Common  Law,  where 
he  foon  grew  lawlefs,  and  unlearnM  his  former  little  i 
But  a  Relation  dying,  and  leaving  a  good  Eflate,  he  en- 
deavour'd  to  improve  himfelf,  by  feeing  Foreign  Place?, 
fo  at  once  travell'd  from  his  Country  and  himfelf,  made 
the  Tour  of  France,  and  is  now  retum'd  a  very  accorr- 
plihYd  A<s, 

Court.  Did  he  bring  Home  nothing  ? 

Man.  Yes,  abundance  of  mif-fliapd  Cloaths,  and  the 
Vices  of  the  Country. 

Enter  Sir  Amorous  (laughing.) 

Sir  Ajmo.  Oh,  Manly  I  1  have  almoft  burft  my  Sides 
with  laughing.  Ha,  ha,  ha! — Such  an  Adventure!—- 
Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Man.  What's  the  Occafion  of  this  Excefs  of  Mirth  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Occafion  !  Ha,  ha,  it  ever  there  was  greater 
Occaiion,  may  I  be — Ha !  who's  that  ?  Mr.  Courtwel! 
here! — How  may  Convulfions  leize  and  excruciate  my 
Optick  Nerves  if  I  faw  him  before — O  Stupidity  unpa- 
rallel'd,  incongruous  to  all  Senfe  and  F  reeding ;  'fdeath, 
I  have  inadvertently  and  precipitately  illaqueated  my  felf 
in  an  irrecoverable  Confufion — I  am  totally  debilitated 
of  all  Powej  of  Elocution,  utterly  incapable  to  excogi- 
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ate  an  Apology  of  Efficacy,  to  abrogate  his  Cenfure  of 
my  Rufi  jetty. 

Man.  Sir  Amorous,  won't  you  fpeak  to  Mr.  CourtwtlU 
Sir  Amo.  Sir,  I  beg  ten  thoufand  Pardons  for  my  ab- 
rupt entring  the  Room,  deviating  from  the  Rules  of  po- 
lite Breeding,  and  erroneoufly  neglecting  the  juft  Oeco- 
nomy  of  good  Behaviour ,  and  can  only  hope  to  expiate 
the  Guilt  of  my  Inadvertency,  by  an  Aifeveration  of  a 
fpontanous  Contrition.  I  categorically  biufh  to  think 
how  agretical  •  have  been  ;  but  the  Faculties  of  my 
Soul  were  fo  dilated  with  the  Novelty  of  my  Adven- 
ture, that  I  unavoidably  tell  into  this  exorbitant  and  ex- 
Dvkftu  gfhix  of  Laughter,  committing  a  Solicifm  of  this 
Magnitude  in  good  Manners. 

Court.  Sir,  your  good  Manners  give  you  too  much 
trouble. 

Sir  Amo.  Prithee,  Manly ,  introduce  me  to  Mr.  Court- 
well ;  I  long  to  be  acquainted  with  bim,  Dem  me  — 
Man*  Can't  you  introduce  your  felf,  Sir* 
Sir  Amo.  No,  this  Surprize  has  put  me  quite  out  of 
Countenance. 

Man.  That's  a  Miracle— Mr.  CourtixelU  this  is  Sir 
Amorous  Vainwit)  my  particular  Friend,  and  a  Gentle- 
man that  has  long  had  an  Ambition  to  be  known  to  you. 

Sir  Amo.  Sir,  I  fhou'd  think  my  felf  much  honoured 
to  be  rank'd  hi  the  Number  or  your  Acquaintance. 

Court.  To  add  one  to  the  Number  of  my  Friends,  you 
are  welcome,  Sir. 

Sir  Amo.  Sir,  you  do  me  too  much  Honour, 

Man*  But  Sir  Amorous ^  what  Adventure  is  this  you 
are  fo  full  of?  Come,  unlade,  unlade. 

Sir  Amo.  What  !  before  Mr.  Court-weft  ? 

Man,  Ay,  ay,  he's  one  of  us,  yon  may  fpeak  before 
him. 

Str  Amo.  May  I — Why  then  I  will  You  know  we 

Wits  ought  to  be  free  before  one  another  1  here's 
Charles  Lacbwit.  a  pretty  adroit  Fellow,  faith ;  very  a- 
lert,  and  behaves  well,  when  he  and  I  meet  at  Button"sy 
we  are  the  moft  facetious  Company  in  the  Univerfe ;  e- 
gad  we  make  Wit  a  perfect  Tennis-Ball,  bandy  it  from 
one  to  th'  other.    Why  cou  d  you  think  it      We  have 

laugh'd 
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laugh'd  at  one  another  for  three  Hours  together— —-As 

for  my  part,  but  no  matter— — I'll  not  fpeak  A  Man 

fhouM  not  found  his  own  Trumpet  you  know  but  I 
have  put  my  Hand  in  the  Lyon's  Mouth,  ■  ■  ■  and  that. 
Sir, — (omebody  knows  very  well — 

Court.  But,  Sir,  your  Adventure? 

Sir  Amo.  Gadfo,  that's  true— Why3  you  mud  know 
Mr.  Courtzvell,  I  had  the  good  Fortune  yefterday,  to  re* 
ceive  a  Letter  of  Invitation  from  a  certain  Lady  of  Qua- 
lity, to  come  and  play  a  Game  or  two  at  Picquet  with 
her  in  her  Husband's  Abfence  ; — Now  it  was  inipoflible, 
with  Honour,  to  refufe  meeting  fo  fair  a  Challenger; 
not  that  I  had  any  violent  Inclination  for  I  had,  at 
the  fame  time,  above  twenty  Aflignations  upon  my 
Hands — I  don't  know  what  the  Devi)  the  Women  fee 
in  me—  Tis  the  Pieafure  of  my  Stan  But,  to  pro- 
ceed— Fortune  unluckily  Pent  her  Husband  home  before 
we  expected  him,  which  put  the  Lady  fomewhat  in  a 
Hurry  ;  but  I  qoickly  diflfipated  her  Fear,  by  com  ealing 

nay  felt"  under  the  Table—  Well,  the  Husband  enter'd 

the  Room,  and  in  a  few  Minutes  call'd  for  Supper, 
which  upon  the  Word,  was  brought  in  :  Then,  Sir,  the 

Lady  and  he  fat  down  to  it  But  the  befi  Jeft  is  to 

come,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  for  you  muft  know,  the  Cuckold 
putting  his  Legs  under  the  Table,  and  feeling  me  lie  in 
his  Way,  gives  me  a  confounded  Kick  on  the  Guts,  cry- 
ing, Get  you  out,  you  nafiy,  dirty  Cur-  A  Pox  on 

him  for  a  cornuted  Coxcomb,  that  cou'd  not  fmell  his 
Hornet  from  his  Houfe-Dog. 

j$dan.'- you  lay  full  I  flippofe. 

Sir  Amo.  Moft  certainly — A  Lady's  Reputation  is  ever 
fafe  in  the  facred  Repofitory  of  my  Underfianding.  But 
pray  mark  what  follows The  Monfler  was  not  con- 
tented with  one  Kick,  but  immediately  gives  me  two  cs 
three  more,  crying,  Robin,  prithee  pull  this  Dog  from 
under  the  Table,  I  can't  make  him  flir. 

Court.  How  came  you  off  then,  Sir  Amorous  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  came  off!  why  triumphantly: 
For  upon  hearing  thit,  I  caught  hold  of  part  of  his  Leg 
with  my  Teeth,  and  bit  him  confoundedly  — He  roar'd 
out  like  a  Bull — Damme,  the  Dog  has  got  hold  of  my 

Leg— 
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Leg — His  Wife  (knowing  the  Trick)  pretended  a  Fright, 
fqual'd  out,  leapd  up,  and  (as  the  faying  is)  accidentally 
on  purpofe  overthrew  the  Table,  and  put  out  the 
Lights; — which  gave  roe  the  Opportunity  of  making  my 

Efcaps  in  the  Hurry  which  with  Celerity  I  did,  by 

Jupiier 

Court.  Vl\  allure  you,  a  very  p'eafant  Adventure.  So 
you  fav'd  the  Lady'j  Reputation,  and  came  off  unhurt 

your  felf. 

Sir  Amo.  I  can't  fay  altogether  unhurt,  becaufe  in 
the  Fall  of  the  Tab]e,  I  happened  to  have  a  Difli  of 
Soup  overthrown  upon  me,  which  fpoil'd  a  Suit  of 
white  Cloaths,  and  fcalded  my  Legs  confoundedly. 

Man.  That  I  confefs  was  unfortunate:  But  where 
have  you  been  this  Morning  ? 

Sir  Amo.  In  Elyziumj  by  Jupiter. 

Man.  How  { 

Sir  Amo.  Reveliing  in  Pleafures  Imperial. 
Man.  Explain,  explain,  Man. 

Sir  Amo.  Why,  to  deal  in genuoufiy  with  you,  I  have 
paid  a  Vific  this  Morning  to  one  of  the  beautifufft  Wo- 
men in  the  Univerfc— —  A  Lady,  Mr.  CourtweU,  that  I 
had  the  good  Fortune  to  take  by  the  Heart  fome  time 
ago ;  but  I  can't  forbear  telling  you  the  Happinefs  I 
enjoy'd  this  Morning  with  that  Maflerpiece  of  Nature-— 
but  1  won't  neither,  you'll  think  me  vain. 

Man.  Rather  than  you  (hou'd  believe  fo,  we'll  not 
infill  on  it. 

Sir  Amo.  Won't  you  ?— — Why,  faith  that's  Good-na- 
tur'd  now,  and  I  will  tell  you  You  muft  know  the 
Minute  my  Chariot  ftopt  at  the  Door,  I  was  met  by  her 
Woman,  and  with  the  moft  exuberant  Satisfaction,  corn- 
dueled  to  her  Chamber;  which  I  no  fooner  enter'd,  but 
I  had  a  full  View  of  this  charming  Creature  :  I,  Sir, 
adjufied  my  felf  witfT  an  agreeable  Air,  fetch'd  a  deep 
Sigh,  clapc  one  Hand  in  my  Bofom,  and  made  a  Bow 
down  to  the  Ground—She,  Sir,  rifes  out  of  her  eafy 
Chair,  lets  fly  her  loofe  Gown,  ftretches  ouc  her  Arms, 
crying,  Ah,  you  Devil,  what  do  you  come  for  this 
Morning  ?  ■  .Her  Pofture  was  fo  provoking,  and  her 
Queftien  fo  agreeable,  that  without  anfwering  one 

Word, 
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Word,  I  (hot  into  her  Arms  at  once,  embracing  her 
with  Herculean  Force,  and  with  a  voracious  Appetite 
ted  on  her  lovely  Lips,  which  were  fevei'd  by  a  Breath 
fweeter  than  Arabian  Winds,  more  fragrant  than  Vio- 
let Buds  juft  opening  to  the  Morning's  Eye,  and  on 
thole  Rofy  Mounts,  inviting  to  the  Tafle,  there  hangs 
an  amorous  Moifture,  Ne&arious  Dew,  fweeter  tf>an 
that  the  Sun,  when  fhining  o'er  the  Eaflem  Hills,  ex- 
hales from  the  Carnation  Buds. 

Court.  But,  Sir  Amorous ,  of  fo  many  fine  Women 
you  have  convers'd  with,  was  you  never  honourably  ifi 
Love  with  any  one  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Never,  by  Jupiter  and  if  ever  I  become 

guilty  of  that  Folly,  may  I  be  conjugally  trapp'd— No, 
Sir,  I  ne'er  was  redne'd  to  the  Necerfity  of  gaining  ho- 
nourably one  Woman,  becaufe  I  ever  had  the  good  For- 
tune to  find  the  whole  Sex  at  my  Service,  and  upon- my 
own  Terms. 

Court.  You  are  a  fortunate  Man  indeed  ;  but  not- 
withstanding your  Succefs,  I  muft  believe  there  are  a 
great  many  virtuous  Women  in  the  World, 

Sir  Amo.  I  can't  contradift  you,  tecaufe  I  never  try'd 

'em  all,  but  may  I  perifli  if  I  don't  think  a  handfom 

young  Fellow,  Importunity,  and  Opportunity,  wou'd 
(hake  the  firmed  Foundation  of  Virtue  in  any  young 
Woman  in  Chriftendom. 

Man.  I  wonder  you  fliou'd  be  fo  averfe  to  Matrimo- 
ny, but  I  durft  venture  a  good  Sum  you  change  your 
Opinion  before  the  Year  endr. 

Court.  Ay,  ay,  we  muft  have  you  dub'd  o'th'  Order : 
What,  fir,  you  that  have  unmarry'd  done  fixh  Service 
in  the  Commonwealth,  ought  to  receive  the  Honours 
due  to  it  in  Marriage. 

Man.  That  he  may  dp  and  never  marry. 

Sir  Amo.  As  how  !  as  how  !— Come,  T  know  you 
have  a  biting  Jeft  at  your  Tongue's  end  :  I  like  your 
Wit  well,  Colonel.    Come,  as  how?  as  how? 

Man.  Why,  if  you  can  prove  your  Father  was  o'th* 
Order  (which  is  very  pofTible,  we  know  he  was  a  Citi- 
zen) and  you  lawfully  begotten,  then  by  the  laudable 

Cuflora 
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Cuftom  of  the  City,  you  ma>  be  a  Cuckold  by  your  Fa- 
ther's Copy,  and  never  ferve  for  it. 

Sir  Amo.  Gad,  I  have  fomething  in  my  Head  that's 
very  good. 

Man.  Is  it  poflible !  Come,  out  with  it  in  the  Name 
of  Vanity. 

Sir  Amo.  Why  then,  I  muft  needs  fay,  Colonel,  your 
Satyr  is  like  a  Bee,  it  carries  both  Honey  and  a  Sting, 
ha,  ha,  ha,  you  muft  allow  that  to  be  good. 

Man.  O  admirable!  Wit  comes  as  eafily  from  you, 
Sir  Amorous,  as  Preferment  from  a  Courtier  without  Mo- 
ney, or  Money  from  a  Citizen  without  Security. 

Sir  Amo.  Very  good  again,  Faith  *  Fd  give  an  hun- 
dred Pounds  I  cou'd  have  faid  fuch  a  thing  my  felf. 
Enter  Afpin. 

Afp.  Sir,  a  Porter  brought  this  Letter  for  your  Ho- 
nour. 

Sir  Amo.  Hut  hun:  hum  Ydeath,  a  Man  of 

.  Intrigue  lias  a  curfed  Life  A  Pox  on't,  Til  not  go  

i   The  poor  Soul  will  break  her  Heart  too  Bid  my  Cha- 
riot turn  about  Gentlemen,  I  muft  ask  your  Pardon, 

I  I  hope  the  Violence  of  my  Occaiions  will  cfficatioufly 
1  prevail  upon  your  Good  Nature  to  excufe  my  abrupt 
I  Departure. 

;      Man,  O  !  we  guefs  th*  Occaflon,  and  'twould  be  bar- 
barous to  detain  you. 

Sir  Amo.  Generous  Soul  I  Mr.  Courtwell,  I  beg 

f   you'll  give  me  an  Opportunity  to  eftabhfh  an  Acquain- 
tance with  you,  and  convince  you  how  much  I  am  your 

:   Admirer  and  humble  Servant. 

»      Court.  Sir,  'tis  an  Honour  you  muft  confer  on  me. 
s  [Exit  Sir  Amorouf. 

Alan.  What  think  you  of  this  Spark  for  a  Rival  ? 

Court.  I  have  no  great  Apprehenfton  of  Danger  from 
j  that  Quarrer;  befides,  I  have  luckily  thought  of  a  way 
:   to  take  him  off  from  my  Lady  Outjzde* 

Man.  As  how  ? 

Court.  By  propofing  my  Sifier  to  him. 

Man.  Very  confcientioufly  confider'd  !  you'd  ruin 
»  your  Sifter  by  marrying  her  to  a  Coxcomb,  only  to  fe- 
1  cure  your  Miflreff. 

Court. 
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Court.  No  I'll  only  engage  him  to  make  his  Ad- 

drefles  to  her,  and  pre-acquaint  her  with  my  Defign, 
that  (he  may  hold  him  in  play  to  give  me  the  fairer  Op- 
portunity with  the  Widow :  In  fhort,  I  have  told  her 
the  Propofal  I  made  to  you,  but  not  your  unkind  Anfwer. 

Man.  No,  that  wou'd  have  been  barbarous ;— -for 
tho'  I  have  no  very  agreeable  Thoughts  of  Matrimony, 
I  fliou'd  be  glad  of  her  Frienddiip;  an  agreeable  Ac- 
quaintance gives  a  Relifh  to  all  the  Pleafures  of  Life— 
When  fhall  I  fee  her  ? 

Court.  Tffat's  a  Queflion  T  can't  tell  how  to  anfwer. 
I  difprove  of  a  mutual  Friendfhip  between  Perfons  of  a 
different  Sex,  when  there  are  no  Thoughts  of  Marri- 
age ;  fuch  Intimacies  are  pernicious  to  Virtue,  at  leaft  to 
Reputation,  and  Converfation  too  often  difcovers  Charms 
that  prove  fatal  to  their  Owner. 

Man.  Your  Diflruft  of  my  Friendship  will  bring  your 
own  Sincerity  into  Sufpicion.  I  own  I  love  my  Plea- 
fure,  but  not  fo  paifionately  as  to  facrifice  my  Friend 
to  it. 

Court.  Why,  look  ye,  Colonel,  we  may  pleafe  our 
felves  with  very  fine  Notions  of  Friendship  and  Honour, 
but.  egad,  when  Youth,  Wit  and  Beauty  come  in  Com- 
petition, Reafon  generally  finks  under  th'  Aflfoult  :  The 
Eyes  of  a  fine  Woman  are  victorious  AfTailants;  there's 
a  fort  of  Magick  in  Beauty,  which  no  Philofophy  is 
Proof  againft.  Defire  is  an  irrefifiable  Tyrant,  that  will 
break  thro*  the  mofl  facred  Tyes ;  and  you  muft  ex- 
cufe  me  (I  knowing  your  Temper)  if  I  can't  approve  of 
your  Acquaintance  with  my  Sifter,  but  upon  an  honour- 
able Intention.  c 

Man.  But  may  I  fee  your  Widow  ?  Prithee  tell  me  < 
where  Hie  lodges. 

Court.  I  muft  ask  your  Pardon  ;  I  have  Rivals  enough 
already,  and  wou'd  not  create  more.  'Tis  not  proper  I  f 
fliou'd  let  him  know  the  Widow  lodges  in  my  Sifter's  i 
Houfe.  [AJide.]  Well,  I'll  take  my  leave  of  you  t 
for  theprefent,  and  immediately  put  my  DtCign  upon  Sir 
Amorous  in  Execution  :  In  the  mean  'r  ime,  I'll  fet  a  J 
third  Perfon  on,  who  is  my  Friend,  to  perfwade  the  t 
jVidow  to  my  Intereft;  while  I,  the  better  to  hide  my 

Artifice, 
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Artifice,  will  add  Deceit  to  it,  and  upon  Sir  Amorous't 
Neglect,  will  feem  a  lictle  cold  my  felf,  which  can't  fail 
to  make  her  the  more  complying  :  'Tis  the  Nature  of 
the  Sex  to  judge  of  the  Merit  by  the  Number  of  their 
Admirers,  and  when  courted  by  many,  they  generally 
are  infolent  to  all. 

Man.  I  always  thought  Love  made  an  Afs  of  a  Man> 
but  never  knew  it  made  a  Politician  of  him  before. 

Court.  Take  this  for  a  certain  Maxim  : 

Love  Bufwefs  ly  Deceit  is  furefi  done ; 
*  Woman's  deceitful,  and  by  that  Jbe*%  won*  [Exeunt, 

"The  End  of  the  Firft  ACT. 


ACT  IT.   SCENE  a  Chamber. 


Lady  Outfide  difcoverd  at  a  Toylet3  NecefTary  waiting. 

C^iHi^ll*^  '  *  E  ^  E  Weeds  are  very  becoming 
to  a  fair  Complexion,  tho'  I  am 
quite  weary  of  afting,  and  long 
to  be  out  cf  'em.  Prithee,  Ne- 
ceffary,  how  long  lias  Sir  'Thomas 
Outftde  been  dead  ? 

Necefn  Has  Sir  'Thomas  beeti 
dead- — let  me  fee— -He  has  been  dead  jufl  two  Months 
and  five  Days,  Madam* 

Wid.  No  longer  !  I  vow  it  feems  an  Age. 
Uecef.  One  would  not  fuppofe  your  Ladyfhip  thought 
fo  by  your  inconfolable  Grief;  for  I  never  hear  his  Name 
mention'd  in  Company,  but  that  your  Ladyftiip's  ready 
to  go  into  Fits. 

Wid:  Why  ay ;  Cuftom  has  impos'd  upon  our  Sex  that 
Act  of  Diffimulation :  Not  but  I  muft  own,  Tears  upon 
that  Occafion  are  very  decent,  and  neceffary. 
Necef.  Methinks  your  Ladyfliip  was  fomewhat  too 
C  raflu 
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raflb,  when  you  made  a  Vow  never  to  marry  again;  but 
I  hope  you  don't  mean  to  keep  ic. 

Wid.  Do'ft  think  I'm  mad  ?  No,  no,  that  Vow, 

Necejfary,  was  Policy,  it  makes  the  Men  the  more  ea- 
ger to  addrefs  me  ;  they  are  naturally  vain,  and  love  to 
engage  with  Difficulties  You  fee  how  I  am  pefter'd 
with  humble  Servants,  for  all  my  Vows. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  Mr.  Vulture  is  come  to  wait  on  your 
Ladyfliip. 

Wid.  DefTre  him  to  come  up.  [Exit  Servant.] 

D'ye  hear,  Necejfary ,  give  me  a  clean  Handkerchief,  and 
ray  Bottle  of  Hartfhorn— Well,  there's  a  great  deal 
of  Trouble  in  performing  the  Ceremonies  of  Widow- 
hood, and  I  really  began  fo  violently,  that  I  fear,  for 
Decency  fake,  I  (hall  be  oblig'd  not  to  marry  till  my 
Year's  expir'd. 

Enter  Mr.  Vulture. 

Vult.  Madam,  I  am  your  humble  Servant :  What,  fiill 
weeping  ?  Rainy  Weather  ftill  !— —  A  good  Husband 
may  ferve  as  a  warm  Sun,  to  exhale  thofe  untimely 
Showers  •  But,  Madam,  I  have  made  bold  to  wait  on 
you  this  Morning,  to  know  if  I  might  wifti  jou  Joy 
yet  of  gaining  your  Caufe  ? 

Wid.  No,  good  Mr.  Vulture,  nor  I  don't  know  when 
I  (ball,  there  are  fo  many  Delays  in  the  Law. 

Vult.  Indeed  and  fo  tkere  arc— but  I  hope  you  have 
good  Council— for  a  Law-Suit  may  be  faid  to  refemble 
a  Game  of  Chefs,  that  may  be  play'd  for  Years  by  a 
Couple  of  expert  Gamefters,  but  a  Bungler  may  lofe  it 
by  one  falfe  Move. 

Wid.  You  obferve  right,  good  Mr.  Vulture :  And 
then  'tis  lijce  a  fine  new  Building,  no  body  can  tell 
what  it  will  coft,  or  when  'twill  be  finiflTd— But  pray 
fit  down,,  Mr.  Vulture,  I  want  a  little  of  your  Advice  ; 
you  know  a  great  deal  of  the  Law.         \Tkey  loth  Jit. 

Vult.  I  have  fome  Reafon,  good  my  Lady;  for  I 
think  come  Safer-Term  next,  I  have  been  in  Law  fe- 
ven  and  forty  Years. 

Wid.  You  muft  now,  Mr,  Vulture,  my  Advcrfary  has 
not  pleaded  yet. 

Vult.  \ 


Woman  is  a  Riddle,  27 

Vult.  Notj  pleadavit  Adverfarius,  fay  you,  fo  much 

the  better,  Madam  :  Why  what  a  Blockhead  was  his 

Attorney!  Look'e,  Madam,  if  he  does  not  deliver  in 
his  Declaration  by  the  next  Eflbign-Day,  we'll  Nonfuit 
him,  and  fnap  Judgment  by  Default,  Pray  Madam, 
who  is  your  Attorney  ? 

Wid.  Mr.  Latitat  of  Lyons-Inn. 

Vult.  A  very  good  Man  truly,  an  experienced  Practi- 
tioner, one  that  underftands  all  the  Quirk?,  Tricks,  and 
Doublings  of  the  Law.    He  is,  in  Truth,  a  ftanch  At* 

torney  But— 

,     Wid.  But  what  Sir  ?  

Vult.  He  does  not  put  in  Practice  what  he  knowr,  he 
is  a  little  too  fcrupulous ;  then  there  is  another  Thing, 
Madam,  he  wants  Tools  to  work  with. 

Wid.  What  d'you  mean,  Sir? 

Vult.  Witnefles,  Madam ;  they  are  the  Life-Blood  of 
a  Caufe ;  a  good  Attorney  can  no  more  thrive  without 
'era,  than  a  Sharper  can  without  falfe  Dice— —Now  my 
Attorney,  old  Cerberus  of  CIemexty$-Inn9  is  never  with- 
out  'em,  Witnefles  of  alJ  Sort*  and  Sizes,  Fellows  that 
are  us'd  to  fwear  with  brazen  Faces,  good  Memories, 
and  fear'd  Confciencer. 

Wed.  You  jefi  with  me  fure— Is  it  poffible  there  can 
be  fuch  Villany  ? 

Vult.  Ah  !  Madam,  I  perceive  you  don't  know  the 
World  ;  there's  no  living  in't  without  Indufiry  and  Ar- 
tifice :  My  Friend  Cerberus  has  found  it  by  Experience, 
for  he  is  worth. near  Forty  Thoufand  Pounds. 

Wed.  I  find,  Mr.  Vulture,  Money  is  the  only  Deity 
you  adore. 

Vult.  Except  your  fair  felf,  my  good  Lady  mr  for  I 
have  learnt  by  near  fifty  Years  Experience,  that  the  rich- 
eft  Men  m  the  Nation  have  been  always  efteem'd  the 
wife/1  and  the  belt— But  this  is  foreign  to  your  Law- 
Suit,  T  wou'd  recommend  to  your  Ladyfhip  fome  of 
thofe  Witnefles. 

Wid.  To  me !  I  had  rather  lofe  my  Caufe,  than 
make  ufe  of  fuch  heJlifli  Inftruments.— —Have  you  no 
Confcience  ? 

Vult.  Ye— ye— yes,  Madam;  I  have  a  convenient, 
C  1  fafliionable, 
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fafhionable,  modern  Surtout  Confcience,  to  flip  on  and 
off  as  Occafion  fhall  ferve. 

Necef.  My  Lady  will  be  blefi  with  a  Husband.  [Ajide. 

JVid.  Well,  but  Mr.  Vulture,  if  my  Adverfary  fhou'd 
plead,  I  fliou'd  be  loth  to  ftand  to  the  Judgment  of  the 
Court* 

Vult.  Non  ad  Judicium  /—-Do  you  fear  Corrup- 
tion ?  Then  I  have  a  Trick  to  relieve  you  again  :— 
You  (hall  get  a  Habeas  Corpus,  cum  Caufa,  and  remove 
it  higher. 

Vfid.  I  find,  Mr.  Vulture,  you  have  Tricks  enow  o" 
Confcience.  ± 

Vult.  I  have  Tricks  enow  o'  Law,  no  matter  for  Con- 
fcience—'tis  not  a  Thing  to  thrive  by — None  but  poor 

Folks  pretend  to  it:  Ah!  Madam  !  I  love  a  litigious 

Suit ;  'tis  very  Mflnna  to  me  to  be  in  Law ;  there  is  a 
Pleafure  in  the  Vexation  of  others ;  I  hug  my  felf  with 
the  Thoughts  of  out-lawing  a  poor  Ratcal  for  Forty 
Shillings,  before  he  knows  any  Thing  of  the  Matter,  I 
begin  with  Cape  as,  alias  &  plures,  Exigent  and  Procla- 
mation, and  fo  proceed  to  a  Capeas  ullagatum,  in  the 
twinkling  of  a  Term,  and  before  he  is  teSus  in  curea, 
*twill  cofl  him  Ten  Pounds  to  reverfe  th'  Outlawry  : 
Then  the  unfpeakable  Satisfaction  there  is  of  hunting  him 
thro*  the  feveral  Windings  and  Labyrinths  of  the  Law, 
to  plague  him  with  Ejeftments,  Elegits,  Extents,  Judg- 
ments, Executions,  Cafa,  &  fi  fa,  Scire  facias,  fpecial 
Pleadings,  Demurrers,  Writs  of  Error,  Rejoinders, 
Surrejoinders,  Rebuters,  Surrebuters,  cum  multis  aliis, 
que  nunc  prefcribere  longum  efl\  and  then  afterwards  to 
tofs  him  like  a  Tennis-ball  thro*  all  the  Courts  of  Weft- 
fnlnfier-Rall,  from  the  Common- Pleas  to  the  King's- 
Bench ;  thence  to  the  Exchequer,  and  from  thence  into 
Chancery ;  and  before  the  Game's  up,  I  have  a  Bisk  in 
my  Sleeve,  an  Appeal  to  the  Houfe  of  Peers. 

Wid.  I  fee,  Mr.  Vulture,  you  are  a  perfeft  Mafler  in 
the  Jargon  of  the  Law. 

Vult.  Truly,  Madam,  I  have  Resfon  :  I  have  been  a 
Term-Trotter  any  Time  thefe  feven  and  forty  Years:  In 
which  fpace  I  have  been  at  leafi  fixteen  Times  beggar'd, 
and  got  up  again,  amd  in  the  Mite  again,  that  I  have 

ftunk 
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flunk  again,  and  yet  got  up  again  And  now  at  this 

Time  I  can  make  ic  appear,  that  by  Lying  in  Change* 
Aflcy,  and  Swearing  in  Weftminjler-  HalJ,  I  have  got  an 
Eflare  worth,  declaro,  Fifty  Thoufand  Pounds;  marrv 
my  good  Lady,  no  contemptible  Fortune  ;  and  (in  felic'e 
hora  be  it  fpoken)  I  have  at  this  Prefent  nine  and  twen- 
ty Suits  in  Law. 
Wid*  Deliver  me!  what  a  wicked  Caterpillar  is  this f 

[_AJide. 

Vult.  And  all  not  worth  Forty  Shillings  A  btake 
pull'd  out  of  my  Hedge,  there's  one :  I  was  well  beaten 
j.  remember,  there's  two:  When  my  Wife  was  living  I 
xtook  a  Man  in  Bed  with  her,  there's  three;  I was  callrd 
Cuckold  for  my  Labour,  there's  four:  A  Neighbour 
kill'd  my  Dog  for  Bowling,  there's  five  :  My  Wife  mif- 
carry'd  with  a  Pufh,  there's  fix,  6°  Jlc  de  cceteris  ■ 
I  have  fo  vex'd  and  beggar'd  the  whoie  Parifli  with  Pro- 
cedes,  Subpoena's,  and  fuch  like  Moleftations,  they  are 
not  able  to  fpare  fo  much  ready  Money  from  a  Term  as 
to  fet  up  a  new  Weather-Cock  upon  the  Church ;  nay, 
the  Church- Wardens  are  forced  to  go  to  Law  with  the 

*  Poor's  Money  Then  again,  I  (ubpcena  you  up  all  the 

Men  from  the  Village  where  I  live  every  Term,  fo  that 
'tis  irapofllble  to  be  at  civil  Cuckoldry  within  our  (elves* 
unlefs  the  whole  Country  rife  upon  our  Wive?. 

Wid,  One  may  gueft  by  what  you've  faid,  you  are 
not  very  well  belov'd  in  your  Neighbourhood. 

Vult.  No,  marry  wou'd  I  not,  my  good  Lady;  I 
know  how  to  get  more  by  my  Enemies  than  my  Friends ; 
I  am  a  perfect  Matter  of  the  Science,  and  can  fight  you 
out  all  my  Weapons  at  Law  as  clean  as  any  Man. 

Wid.  What  do  you  mean  by  your  Weapons  at  Law? 

Vult,  There  be  feveral — As,  your  Writ  of  Delay, 
that  is  your  Long-Sword;  Scandalum  Magkatum  is 
Back-Sword,  Capeas  &  Quominus^  Cafe  of  Rapiers; 
a  Writ  of  Execution,  Sword  and  Dagger;  a  good  Con* 

fcience,  Sword  and  Buckler  But  that  is  a  Weapon 

we  feldom  now-a-Days  make  ufe  of  in  WeJlminJler-HaU ; 
indeed  'tis  quite  out  of  Date. 

Nevef.  Pray,  Sir,  what  Religion  are  you  of  ? 

[Very  gravely }  and  cvrfefting* 
C  J  VuU. 
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VhH.  What.  Religion  am  I  of  Marry,  Sweetheart, 
that's  an  odd  Queftion — Why,  I  am  of — Why  what  Re- 
ligion am  I  of — Why  I  am  a  Stock-jobber,  Sweetheart, 
and  now  and  then  I  am  a  Sollicitor  upon  Occafion. 

Necef.  Here's  a  Rogue  for  you,  who  makes  Intereft 
his  Religion — .yec  paffes  in  the  Eye  of  the  World  for  a 
fober  honeft  Man.  [Ajide. 

Vult.  Getting  Money,  and  going  to  Law,  are  the 
greatefi  Pleafures  of  my  Life— -I  have  got  you  in  a  Mor- 
ning, in  Change- Alley,  by  a  well  invented  Lye,  a  Brace 
of  Thoufands.  I  ha,  ha,  ha,  landed  the  Duke  of  Ber- 
qvick  twice  in  the  North  of  Scotland,  and  got  confide- 
rably  by  it — -I  took  Sterling-Caflle  once,  but  that  indeed 
did  not  anfwer,  Stocks  fell  but  One  and  a  half  per  Cent. 
by  that — .Take  my  Word,  Madam,  I  am  a  very  ingenious 
Perfon.— But,  Madam,  I  am  come  once  more  to  you  upon 
the  old  Caufe — I  hope  you  have  almoft,  by  this  time, 
overcome  your  Grief  for  the  Death  of  your  firfi  Hu£ 
band,  and  will  begin  to  confider  upon  making  fome 
other  Man  happy  ;  I  need  not  recommend  my  felf  to 
you  more  than  I  have  done  !  You  may  find  I  am  a  Man 
to  thrive  in  the  World;  and  tho*  I  am  a  little  old,  I 
am  hearty,  Widow — and  tho*  the  Snow  does  lie  upon 
the  Mountain-top,  let  me  tell  you  there's  a  Warmth  in 
the  Valley. 

Wid.  OMr.  Vulture,  you  are  a  Man  that  Icould  have 
no  Objection  to,  but  my  Vows,  my  Vows — and  then 
to  think  of  my  poor  Husband,  the  kindeft,  beft  of  Hus- 
bands, Oh!  oh!  oh!  [cries  out.]  Oh!  I  (hall  never  for- 
get him ! 

Necef.  No,  nor  I  neither,  Madam,  I  am  fure  I'm 
ready  to  break  my  Heart  ev'ry  time  I  think  of  him — for 
he  was  a-a-a  ve-ve-very  good  Man  at  the  bottom.  Oh  ! 
oh  !  oh ! 

Vult.  He  was  a  very  good  Man  indeed~I  can't  for- 
bear Weeping  too  when  I  think  of  him.  ■       £  All  cry* 
Enter  Sir  Amorous, 
Sir  Am.  Madam,  your  Ladyfhip's  moft  obfequious 
Vaflal — Heyday!  what!  where  ami?  In  theHoufeof 
Mourning  fure— Gome,  come,  Madam,  dry  your  Eyes ; 
your  Grief  is  of  too  long  Duration :  Pity  your  fair  felf, 
"  ~~  cl«r 
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clear  upthofe  radiant  Lamps,  reftore 'em  to  ^their  firfl 
Creation,  Windows  tor  Light,  not  Sluices  made  for 
Tears. 

Vult.  Verily,  my  good  Lady,  the  Gentleman  is  in  the 
right  on't :  Come,  come,  you  mud  forget  him. 

Sir  Am.  Forget  him !  Ay,  ay,  Madam,  and  lofe  the 
Thoughts  of  him  in  the  PoffefTion  of  a  better  Husband, 

Wid.  Ah  Sir,  that's  impoflible !  His  Fellow's  not  on 
Earth. 

Sir  Am.  No,  Madam  :  Why,  what  d  you  think  of  me  ? 
[Turning  to  the  Glafs,  and  adjufiing  him/elf. 

Vult.  Ay,  Madam,  or  what  d'you  think  of  me 
Mighty  pretty  Eyes  thofe — mighty  pretty  Eyes  truly— 
Hide  'em  for  Shame,  hide'em,  or  you'll  kill  everybody 
you  look  upon— [Peeping  in  her  Breafls.  Gads  my  Life  ! 
there's  a  pair  of  delicate  white  Breahs  to£are  a  Man  in 
the  Face — May,  you  have  murder'd  me,  that's  certain, 
I'll  lay  my  Death  to  you. 

Wid.  You  are  pleas'd  to  be  merry,  Sir. 

Vult .  Say  you  fo  ?— But  'tis  in  your  Power  to  make 
me  merrier,  you  underftand  me  — [Patting  her  with  his 
Cane»~]  Mum !  a  word  to  the  Wife  is  enough — ha  !  thofe 
Eyes !  thofe  Eyes !  why,  I  am  not  fo  old  as  I  look  to  be 
—I  am  not  above  Threefcore;  a  good  Age,  a  very 
good  Age  indeed — I  have  liv'd  temperately,  not  wafted 
my  Health,  nor  my  Strength  upon  the  wanton  Baggages 
of  the  Town,  Hem  1  hem !  There's  Lungs !  there's  a 
Voice  like  a  Game- Cock — Hem !  hem  :  [falls  a  Coughing, 
Neceflary  firikes  him  on  the  Back.']  So  very  well  Sweet- 
heart ;  I  am  mightily  troubled  with  Phlegm — -od  I  took 
it  a  little  too  high  for  my  Conftitution,  but  every  time  I 
look  upon  you,  I  fancy  my  felf  but  Eighteen,  and  my 
Heart  fprings  in  my  Belly  like  a  Bird  in  a  CageJjCeughs.l 
Oh  Phlegm,  Phlegm! 

Sir  Am.  Pray  Madam,  how  do  you  like  the  Cloaths  I 
have  on  to  D  ay  ? 

Wid.  They're  wonderful  becoming,  and  the  Fancy 
perfectly  new. 

Sir  Am.  Indeed,  Madam,  they  have  an  exotick  Air, 
that's  true. 

Wid.  There's  no  Man  drefles  more  agreeable  than  you 

do 
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do  Sir  Amorous,  or  obliges  the  Town  with  more  new 
Fancies. 

Sir  Am.  And  without  Vanity  I  fpeak  it,  no  Man  has 
been  more  fuccefsful  in  that  Matter  than  my  felf  — Pray 
Madam,  obferve  how  I  put  on  my  Hat— There,  does 
not  that  look  very  fmart  1 

Wid.  O  very  fmart. 

Sir  Am.  I  have  an  inimitable  Cock  with  my  Hat,  that 
adds  a  Vivacity  to  my  Looks,  and  gives  my  whole  Face 
an  Air  agreeable  and  ferene;  and  now  I  am  talking  of 
Drefs,  Til  tell  you  fomething  very  pleafant  upon  that 
Subjeft  :■■ — You  muft  know,  fome  time  ago,  a  very  pret- 
ty  young  Lady  fell  paflionately  in  Love  with  me,  for 
flic  ingenious  and  lively  Fancy  I  expreft  in  my  manner  of 

Drefling  :  May  I  be  firuck  dumb  to  Perpetuity,  if  it 

ben't  true.  — I  continued  an  Affair  with  her  for  fome 
time;  but  her  Paflion  grew  fo  great,  and  her  Conduct 
fo  fmall,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  decline  my  Acquaintance  ; 
for  I  fwearlihould  not  endure  to  have  any  Body  think  I 
ever  had  an  Affair  with  a  Woman  in  my  Life  :• — Well,  j 
there's  an  unfpeakable  Pleafure  in  keeping  ones  Amours 
a  Secret  to  the  World. 

Court  within.  Prithee  Tom  don't  be  impertinent,  I 
muft  go  in. 

Serv.  within.  Indeed  Mr.  Court well,   my  Lady  gave 
me  ftrift  Orders  to  keep  you  our. 

Court,  within.  Indeed,  Tomy  you'il  get  your  Head 
Broke  for  your  Diligence. 

2£**tr  Courtwell.  ( 

Court.  Madam,  Vm  your  humble  Servant— Heyday  ! 
what  have  we  here,  the  Widow  between  December  and  j 
y«/y,  courted  at  once  by  Nefior  and  Adonis, 

Wid.  What  means  this  bale  Companion  ?  } 

Court.  Bafe,  Madam  !  he's  not  bafe  that  fights  as  high  \ 
as  your  Lips — Come,  come,  put  off  thofe  melancholy  \ 
Weeds— Thou  haft  done  virtuoufly,  thou  haft  ftrangely  ( 
griev'd  for  thy  Husband,  fpent  more  Tears  for  his  Death, 
than  would  ferve  a  whole  City  of  Widows  in  a  Plague-  r 
time,  belides  Sighings  and  Swoonings  not  to  be  credited.*  r 

Wid.  Am  I  fall  to  be  troubled  with  your  rude  Ad-  t 
drefles,  I  thought  I  had  given  you  an  Anfwer  long  fine*  j 
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Will  no  Denials  (hock  thee  ?  What  is  it  thou  prefum'ft 
011. 

Courts  On  your  Judgment,  Madam;  not  to  make 
Choice  of  yon'  walking  Hofpital,  or  that  Butterfly  for 
an  Husband  ;  Fools  with  no  more  Merit  than  what  con- 
fifls  in  lac'd  Coats  and  full  Bags ;  but  of  an  honeft  hearty 
Fellow,  endow'd  with  Health,  Love,  Youth  and  good 
Nature,  which  (in  no  more  deform'd  Perfon  than  my 
felf)  may  deferveyou. 

Wid.  Was  ever  fuch  Rudenefs  ? 

Court.  Dear  Madam,  don't  give  the  Child  a  wrong 
Name,  term  not  that  Rudenefs  which  the  Sages  call  true 
Confidence,  founded  on  the  moli  infallible  Rock  of  a 
Woman's  Inconflancy — .In  (hort,  Widow,  I  am  refolv'd 
to  make  you  happy,  in  fpite  of  all  the  Resolutions  you 
have  ta'en  to  the  contrary  :  I  can't  fufter  fuch  a  delicious 
Flower  to  perifh  on  the  Stalk,  or  be  favagely  pluck*  d  by 
by  a  prophane  Finger. 

Wid.  Well,  if  ever  I  forgive  this,  may  I 

Court.  O !  no  more  Vows,  dear  Widow— H  I  have 
offended  you,  let  your  remorflefs  Chambermaid  feize  on 
my  defpis'd  Body,  bind  me  Hand  and  Foot,  and  hurl 
me  into  your  Lad yfhip's  Bed. 

Wid.  Well,  I  proteft  I  do  more  and  more  admire  thee 
for— 

Court.  Madam,  Ignorance  is  the  Mother  of  Admira- 
tion, know  me  better,  and  you'll  admire  me  lefs. 

Wid.  Whatwould'fl  thou  have  me  know?—  Why 
doft  thou  haunt  me  thus    ■    .■  ■ 

Court,  Only  Madam,  that  the  JEtna  of  my  Sigh*, 
and  Nilus  of  my  Tears,  pour'd  forth  in  your  Prefence, 
might  witnefs  to  you  the  hot  and  moift  Affection  of  my 
Heart,  and  procure  fome  Favour  from  your  fweec 
Tongue,  or  your  more  fweet  Lips,  or  what  elfe  your 
Ladyfhip  (hall  efteem  more  conducible  to  your  divine 
Contentment. 

Wid.  I  find  thou  haft  no  Senfe  of  Shame  left,  and  arc 
not  to  be  mov'd  by  ill  Ufage— -  Therefore  let  me  beg 
this  as  a  Favour,  that  you  wou'd  give  over  your  impor- 
tunate Suit,  and  never  fliock  me  any  more  with  that 
impudent  hideous  Face  of  thine. 

Court. 
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Court.  Come,  come,  not  fo  defpicable  neither,  Wi- 
dow :  *Tis  true,  I  don't  ufe  Milk,  or  Almond- Pow- 
der to  it,  but  faith  'tis  an  honeft  Face  tho',  that  can 
look  againft  a  Storm,  or  light  a  Fire  at  a  Widow's 
Lips :  Vrohatum  efl*       [Kijfing  ber>  Jbe  firuggling. 

Wid.  Poifon  !  Toads  and  Serpents ! 

Court.  Aromatkk  Perfumes !  Orange-Chips,  and  Heart- 
Cherries. 

Wid.  I  never  met  with  any  Thing  fo  impudent- 
He's  a  charming  Fellow,  Faith.  [Afide9 

Court.  Nor  I  with  any  Thing  fo  lovely,  and  were  it 
Treafbn  to  kifs  thefe  Lips,  I  wou'd  die  in  the  Sin— —Pri- 
thee Widow  make  me  thy  Husband  ;  thou  (halt  have 
fwinging  Intereft  for  thy  Money,  tho'  the  Principal  be 
funk. 

Wid.  Husband  !  Injure  not  that  facred  Title  with  thy 
prophane  Lips :— — Can  I  e'er  think  of  a  fecond  Husband, 
remembring  the  firft  ? 

Court.  But  view  my  Perfon  well.  [Turns  about.^ 
What  think  you,  Does  it  not  promife  Heirs  and  SucceC 
fors  ?  Faith  I  love  thee  heartily 

JVtd.  Love  me !  Love  my  Dog. 

Court.  That  I'm  bound  to  do  by  the  Proverb. 

[Hugging  let. 

Wid.  I'll  have  you  tofs'd  in  a  Blanket. 

Court.  In  your  Sheers  Widow— Content  and  you 

fhall  be  my  Toffer— s'Death,  what  an  armful  of  Pro- 
vocation is  here  ?  [Still  embracing  her. 

Wid.  Gentlemen,  can  you  ftand  tamely  by,  and  fee  a 
Woman  infulted  thus  by  fuch  a  bafe  Companion. 

Vult.  to  Sir  Amo.  Sir,  do  you  fpeak  to  him,  I  am  n©t 
a  Man  o'ch'  Sword  ;  but  if  he  (ays  -any  Thing  I  can  lay 
hold  on,  I  promife  you  to  take  the  Law  of  him. 

Sir  Amo.  Sir,  this  Carriage  is  repugnant  to  the  good 
Manners  which  ought 

Court.  Sir   [Putting  on  his  H*t. 

Sir  Amo.  Will  you  take  a  Pinch  of  ^nuff,  I  ir. 

[Obfecfuioujly. 

Court.  Damn  your  Snuff—  D'ye  mean  to  affront  me. 

[Strike  f  it  ins  Face,  he  ftands  and  fneez.es. 

Vult.  O  fye,  Sir !  Does  this  become  a  Gentleman  ? 

Court* 
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Court.  Do'tt  thou  prate,  old  Touchwood  ?  Another 

•  Word,  and  Fll  unfcrue  thy  moldy  Nofe  from  thy  Moth- 
it  eaten  Face  -You  think  of  Matrimony     ■  Prithee  go 

5  home,  old  Saplefs,  ask  Forgivenefs  for  the  Sins  of  thy 

Youth,  and  whittle  to  thy  Grandchildren. 

Vult.  Sir,  you  are  unmannerly :  I  am  not  fo  Old  but 
>  I  may  live  to  whittle  to  Children  of 

Court.  Thy  Neighbour's  begetting,  Old  Cent  pet 
■  Cent.— -But  can  fuch  an  old  Rafcal  as  thou  art  have  the 
%  Vanity  to 

t  Vult.  Bear  witnefs,  Madam,  bear  witnefs,  he  has 
\  call'd  me  Rafcal;  that's  Scandalum  Magnatum3  Til 
i  trounce  you  for  that.-— Take  Notice,  I  am  upon  my 
t  Preferment,  in  the  Way  bf  Marriage,  and  you  have 
call'd  roe  Rafcal  before  my  Miftrefc's  Face;  that  will 
j  bear  a  (winging  A&ion. 

I  Sir  Amo.  If  I  put  up  fo  publick  an  Affront,  I  fhall  be 
made  the  common  Anvil  or  the  Town ;  I  mutt  draw  my 

j  Sword  10  preferve  my  Reputation,  tho"  I  drop  it  imme- 

i.  diately  ;  befide*,  he  may  have  as  little  Courage  as  my 
fd:,  for  I  have  often  known  a  red  Coat  cover  a  Cow- 
ard :  [Ajide.~]  Sir,  you  mutt  give  me  leave  to  return  your 
Favour.  [Strikes  him,  draws ,  they  fight,  Sir 

\  Amorous  drops  his  Sword. 

Sir  Amo.— Why  ay,  this,  is  like  a  Man  of  Honour, 

«  now. 

y  Wid.  What  mean  you,  Sir,  by  this  Infolence  ?  ■  I 
r,  hope  you  are  not  wounded— Well,  'tis  a  vaft  Pleafurc 
1  to  have  Men  fight  about  one. 

Sir  Amo.  By  no  other  Weapons  than  your  own  puif- 
jt  {ant  Eyes,  againfl  which  no  Poitrel  is  able  to  defend  the 
ly  Heart  of  Man.    \jjfo  Wid.  aftde.~)    I  hope,  Madam,  you 

wiil  excufe  my  Departure;  out,  dear  Lady,  let  me  con- 
si  jure  you  not  to  entertain  the  leaft  Concern  for  my  ill 

Fortune ;  we  muft  fubmit  to  Fate  ■  The  greateft  Ge- 
t  nerals  in  the  World  have  met  with  a  Defeat.  Madam, 

I  kifs  your  immaculate  Hands.  Sir,  yours.  [Exit* 
If.  Wid.  This  is  very  fine!  and  will  redound  much  to 
,   my  Reputation. 

*  Vult.  [Creeping  from  under  the  'Table.']  I  am  very  glad 
there  is  no  Mifchief  done :  buc  I  can  take  my  Oath  the 
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other  gave  the  firft  Blow— Indeed  you  did  give  the 

Affront,  by  flinging  the  Snuff  in  his  Face;  but  that 

is  nor  an  Aflault :  Therefore  I  wou'd  have  you  bind 

him  over  to  trie  Peace,  put  him  in  the  Crown-Office, 
fwear  an  Aflault  againft  him :  I  am  a  Witnefs  he  (truck 
firft;  and  a  very  little  Coft  will  procure  you  a  Jury  that 
will  allow  you  vaft  Damages,  and  I'll  take  care  and  ma- 
nage it  ?  [Exit. 

Wid.  How  dare  you  ftay  in  my  Prefence  after  fuch 
Infolence.  [Walks  about. 

Court.  While  from  Loves  Altars  Clouds  of  Sighs  arife, 
Ik  fmoaking  Incenfe  to  adore  thy  Eyes. 

[Drawling, 

Wid.  Sir,  your  Poetry  is  as  difagreeable  to  me  as  your 
Company ;  but  if  I  muft  be  -perfecuted  with  the  latter, 
pray  fpeak  to  me  in  plain  Terms ;  I  hate  Verfe. 

Court.  Why  then,  in  plain  Terms,  I  am  mod  damna- 
bly in  Love  with  you. 

Wid.  That's  plain  enough.  But  let  me  tell  you,  I 
am' 

Court.  In  Love  with  me.    Ay,  ay,  I  know  you  are 

Madam. 

Wid.  No  Sir  But  I  am  fenfible  you  are— 

Court.  Very  handfome — T  know  that  too,  Madam;-— 

but,  Lord,  Madam,  you  need  not  be  Co  fond  to  tell  me 

fo  however. 

W/d.  Don't  miftake  me,  Sir  for  I  think  you— 

Court.  A  very  clever  Fellow  altogether,  and  very  fit 
to  be  your  Lover. 

Wtd.  Pray  Sir,  give  me  Leave  to  fpeak. 

Court,  Agreed— -But  pray  leave  off  Praifing  me :— • 
Upon  my  Word,  Widow,  if  you  don't,  I  (hall  think 
you  too  forward. 

Wid.  Then  Sir,  I  muft  tell  you,  I  think  you  have  a 
prodigious  Stock  of  Afliirance  to  intrude  thus  rudely  in- 
to my  Chamber:  and  pray  tell  me,  how  you  dare  do 
thus  ? 

Nec.  Ay,  Sir,  how  dare  you  do  thus  ?  how  dare  you, 
I  fay  ? 

Court.  How  muft  I  flop  this  Jade's  Mouth. 
JHec%  Gome,  Sir,  why  don't  you  Anfwer  how  you 

came 
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came  in,  and  who  gave  you  Leave  ?— — Come,  Anfwer, 
Anfw.er,  Anfwer,  Sir. 

Court.  U  you  don't  iiold  your  troublefome  Tongue, 
Mr?.  VowderboXy  I  fliall.ftop  your  Mouth  with  half  a 
Pieced  [Ajlde  to  her* 

Nec.  Do  your  worft,  I  dare  you  to't— -for  I  wcu'd 
have  you  to  know,  a  Woman's  Tongue  was  not  made 
to  lie  ftill,  and  whenever  you  come  here  again,  pray 
learn  the  Manners  to-— 

Court.  Pay  the  Chambermaid's  Fees  as  foon  as  I  come 
in.  [Runs  to  her,  puts  Money  in  her  Mouthy 

Jbe  ftruggles,  he  kijfes  her. 

PVid.  O  what  do  you  mean,  to  murdur  us  ? 

Nec.  O  Madam,  he  has  quite  flopc  my  Breath,  I  am 
not  able  to  fpeak  a  Word  more. 

Wid.  Sir,  what  have  you  obferv'd  in  my  Behaviour 
at  any  Time,  to  encourage  you  to  fuch  Infolence  ?  ftitfc 
you  imagine  you  are  in  Company  with  fome  of  your 
leud  Creatures. 

O/of-  No;  but  I  am  in  Company  with  the  rnoft  dif- 
dainful,  affefied  Coquet  in  Town  ;  one  who  has  more 
Vanity  than  her  whole  Sex,  and  as  ill-natur'd  as  an  old 
Maid. 

Wid.  I  find,  Fir,  you'll  oblige  me  to  leave  the  Room.' 

Court.  No,  Madam ;  but  Til  oblige  you  to  flay,  and 
take  this  Opportunity  to  inform  you  of  my  fincere 
Thoughts.-— Nay,  nay,  you  (han't  ftir,  till  I  have  held 
to  you  a  Glafc  wherein  you  (hall  behold  your  Foilies— « 
I  love  you,  and  'tis  my  Love  which  makes  me -free— — * 
I  have  hitherto  born  your  Scorns  with  Patience  \  In-; 
deed,  I  ever  was  too  much  your  Friend  to  flatter  youg- 
or  I  might  have  receiv'd  Favours  as  great  as  thole  Fops 
that  have  the  Art  of  tickling  your  vain  Ears  with  your 
own  Praifes ;  for  Flattery  is  your  darling  Vice. 

Wid.  O  dear !  Is  it  out  of  Humour  then  ?  and  does  it 
rail  ?  Ha  !  ha,  ha.    Is  it  angry  indeed  ? 

Court.  Yes  indeed  is  it,  tho*  its  Pride  won't  let  it 
own  it— — P(ha  !  Pflia  !  this  Mirth  is  al  'eign'd  !  no- 
thing but  Affectation  !• — I  know  you  per  eft. y  ;  you  are 
the  Reverfe  of  what  you  appear— you  Jaugh  when  you 
are  moft  difpleas'd,  and  feem  mofl  Angry  when  you  are 
D  meft 
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mofl  in  Humour— Right  Woman  'faith— Ha  !  the  Fan 
tore— Woiran  every  Inch  of  hen 

Wid.  You  are  come  to  rail,  I  find.   [Walking  about, 

he  following  her. 

Court.  You  have  faid  true,  Madam— You  are  of  fo 
inconflant  a  Temper,  that  you  break  this  Minute  what 
the  lafl  you  refolv'd  on :  The  Wind  changes  not  half  fo 
often  as  your  Refolution^ 

JVid.  Have  you  done,  Sir  ? 

Court.  Mot  half.  1  confefs  you  are,  are  very  hand- 

fome :  Nature  has  given  you  a  furpaffing  Beauty,  but 
Pride,  Affedation,  and  Self-conceit,  darken  with  Folly 
your  exterior  Gharms. 

JVid.  This  Boldnefs,  Sir  

Court  Is  not  plea(ing~I  know  it  is  not  Madam,  and 
yet  'tis  Friendfliip  all.— I  wou'd  have  your  Mind  as 
beautiful  and  attraflive  as  your  Face,  which  is  free  from 
the  lead  Defe&— Faith,  Widow,  I  am  true,  as  your 
Glaff,  and  will  fhew  you  all  your  Graces,  with  your 
Imperfe&ions ;  for  tho*  I  love  you,  yet  I  look  on  you 
with  impartial  Eyes.— —You  are  affefied,  very  affeded, 
and  I  fee  it ;  yet  love  you  too. 

VTid.  This  Aflurance. 

Court.  You  are  Proud  too;  proud  of  what  you  are 
not  fure  to  pofTefs  an  Hour,  Beauty,  which  is  always 
withering,  'tis  the  worft  Part  of  a  Woman— 

JVid.  Pray,  Sir,  take  a  little  Breath  ;  for  by  this 
Time  methinks  you  fliou'd  want  it. 

Court.  Then  for  your  Reputation— —which  is  but 
(lightly  guarded— 

Wid.  How,  Sir— 

Court*  I  fay  it  again,  Madam,  your  Reputation  is  but 
llightly  guarded ;  tor  by  your  Coquetry  you  lie  open  to 
Scandal,  and  the  Lafh  of  all  detrading  Tongues,  which 
are  ever  bufie  on  the  lead  Occafion  ;  the  Reputation  of 
«  Woman  is  like  that  chafte  Flower  the  Amaranthus, 
which  is  no  fboner  touch'd,  but  withers ;  or  a  fair  chry- 
ftal  Glafs,  our  very  Breath  will  dull  it  >—  But  your 
Ambition  (notwithfianding  your  Vow  againfl  a  fecond 
Marriage)  is  to  have  a  Number  of  Gallants— -You  are 

become  the  Difcoui  fe  of  the  Ghocolate  Houfe-  The 

young, 
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young,  the  beautiful  Widow  OutJidey  is  a  Butt  for  eve- 
ry  Fop  to  aim  his  Rhetorick  at ;  and  will  you  perfevere 
in  your  Errors,  ftiil  be  blind  to  your  Mif-conduft  i 

Wid.  You  talk  as  if  you  were  really  my  Husband  ; — 
but  I  dcfire  you  wou'd  ufe  thefe  Freedoms  where  you 
have  more  Power. 

Court.  I  hope  I  have  fome  Influence  over  you. 

Wid.  You  are  miftaken,  I  afliire  you,  Sir ;  and  how* 
ev^r  the  good  Humour  I  have  treated  you  with  (which 
was  more  in  Refpeft  to  your  Sifter,  than  any  real  Efieern 
for  your  (elf,)  may  have  fiatter'd  yoii  into  a  falfe  Opfi 
nion  of  my  Love ;  you'll  find  your  felf  egregioufly  mi- 
flaken— — So,  Sir,  eternally  adieu— I  never  was  fo  pro- 
vok'd  in  my  Life,  and  I  have  a  good  Mind  to  marry 
him,  to  be  reveng'd  on  him,  [Exit* 

Court.  She's  gone,  and  I  have  lafli'd  her  Vanity  till  it 
fmarts — I  know  (he  loves  me,  tho'  her  Affeftation  wou'd 
conceal  the  charming  Flame  \ 

9Ti$  certain  fie  has.  felt  Love's  powerful  Dart% 
Each  Look,  each  Aft  ion  does  confefs  the  fmart  : 
The  amorous  God  his  Trophies  does  difplay* 
And  what  her  Heart  wou'd  hide,  her  Eyes  betray,  [^Exrt. 

The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT  III.   SCENE  a  Chamber. 

(Table  and  Candles.) 

Enter  Miranda  and  Courtwell. 

Mir*  2§!§J!ifii$^S       marry  Brother,   tin's  Widow 
wou'd  be  a  Jewel  worth  the  %  ear- 
ing, if  a  Man  knew  how  to  win 
her— —Well,  Til  be  your  Advo- 
cate, and  plead  your  Cauie  as  well 
as  I  can,  tho*  I  defpair  of  Succefr. 
Court.  Why  Co,' Miranda* 
Mir.  Becaufe  Love  can  no  more  be  carry'd  on  with- 
D  &  ouc 
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out  Money,  than  a  Suit  of  Law,  and  you  know  you 
have  the  Curfe  of  a  younger  Brother's  Fate,  and  confe- 
quently,  mult  fue  in  Forma  Vauperis—Wiy  Father,  you 
know,  was  moA  indulgent  to  the  weakeft ;  he  has  lefc 
the  Fool  my  elder  Brother  a  large  Eftate  to  get  him  a 
Wife;  I,  who  am  but  a  homely  Girl,  a  confiderable 
Portion  to  procure  me  an  Husband,  and  you  a  fufficient 
.Wit  to  make  your  Fortune, 

Court.  A  very  pretty  Legacy,  Faith.  Well,  fince  'tis 
my  all,  I  mufl  put  it  to  the  beft  Qfe  I  can,  and  that  is, 
I  think,  to  redouble  my  Attack  upon  the  Widow, 

MW.  Might  I  advife,  Brother,  you  fliou'd  raze  the 
Siege,  believe  me,  'twill  be  Time  loft : — If  there  were 
no  other  Bar,  (he  is  too  Rich,  too  much  above  you. 

Court.  There  you're  out,  Sir ;  young  Widows  and 
old  Maids,  are  the  only  Refuge  for  younger  Brothers. 
Widows  are  the  only  Judges  of  Man's  Flefh,  and  have  a 
greater  Refpeft  to  ibmething  elfe  in  a  Husband  than  a 
Fortune.  Look  you,  Miranda;  in  one  Speech,  why 
fliou'd  I  defpair  that  Cupid  has  one  Dart  in  ftore  for  La- 
dy Outjide,  as  well  as  any  other  rich  Lady,  whom  he 
has  made  to  ftoop  to  her  Cook,  her  Butler,  or  her 
Footman;  fuch  Marriages  the  prefent  Age  has  produc'd, 
and  yet  none  of  'em  been  more  than  a  nine  Days  Won- 
der. In  a  Word,  I  am  fure  of  Succefs ;  fuch  Attempts, 
purfu'd  with  Refolution,  are  ever  feconded  by  Fortune. 

Mir.  But  Brother,  do  you  confider  the  Vows  (lie 
has  made  againft  a  fecond  Marriage  ? 

Court.  W  omens  Vows,  like  great  Mens  Promifes,  are 
often  made,  but  rarely  kept :  Why,  you  fee  flie  is  alrea- 
dy acceflible  for  Suitors;  and  let  me  tell  you,  if  once  a 
Woman  confent  to  parly  with  her  Lover,  he  may  pro- 
mife  himfelf  a  Surrender,  depend  6n*t.  I  have  fet  her 
Heart  upon  as  fickle  a  Pin  as  the  Needle  of  a  Dial,  that 
will  never  let  it  reft  'till  it  be  in  the  right  Pofaion. 

Mir.  Why  do  you  imagine  this  ? 

Court.  Becaufe  I  faw  Cupid  (hoot  in  my  Words,*  and 
open  his  Wounds  in  her  Looks ;  her  Blood  went  and 
came  of  Errants,  betwixt  her  Face  and  ber  Heart ;  and 
fuch  Changes,  I  can  tell  you,  are  fhrewd  Tell- Tales. 

Mir*  Your  Vanity  alone3  which  miflakes  the  EfFefls 
a&V  j     .  — WTBB^^B  of 
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of  her  Refentment  for  the  Symptoms  of  Love  :  I  know 
flie  can't  endure  you— BeGdes,  fuch  Vows,  fuch  Reso- 
lutions 

Court.  Her  Vows  are  gone  to  Heav'n  with  her  Hus- 
band, they  bind  not  upon  Earth ;  and  as  for  Women's 
Refolutions,  I  muft  tell  you,  the  Planets  and  the  Winds 
have  a  great  Stroke  in  'em,  and  if  they  prove  not  as 
weak  as  Wafers,  fay  I  have  no  Skill  in  the  Sex. 

Mir.  But  then  fuch  Sorrow,  fuch  a  continu'd  Courfe 
of  Mourning— 

Court.  For  all  this  Til  not  difpair ;  I  never  yet  knew 
a  Woman  mourn  fo  violently  but  flie  diffembled.  Ex- 
perience tells  me  how  fliort-liv'd  Widows  Tears  are ; 
their  weeping  is,  in  Truth,  but  laughing  under  a  Mask, 
they  mourn  in  their  Gowns,  and  laugh  in  their  Sleeves ; 
all  which  I  firmly  believe,  and  am  refolv'd  to  die  in 
that  Faith.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Go  thy  Ways,  and  if  Confidence  have  any  In. 
fluence  in  Gourt(hip,  thou  haft  enough  to  promife  thee 
Succeft  with  half  the  Sex — But  now  for  my  own  Affair 
with  the  Colonel ;  I  long  to  know  the  Succefc  of  the  laft 
Embafly,  and  am  impatient  till  Betty  return.  [Exit9 

SCENE  changes  to  Col  Manly'/  Apartment ;  Betty 
enters  thro"  a  private  place  in  the  fVainfcot,  and  jlwtf 
up  the  Panneh 

Bet.  So,  I  have  watch'd  a  good  Opportunity;  the 
Colonel  and  his  Servant  are  abroad,  and  I  am  got  fafely 
here  in  the  Dark,  becaufe  no  Sufpicion  miy  happen  by 

difcovering  a  Light  in  the  Room  Let  me  fee — Where 

have  I  put  my  Miftrefs's  Letter,  which  I  am  to  leave  up- 
on the  Table  ?  O  Heavens !  my  eager  Haft  has  made  me 
leave  it  behind  me  :  Sure  I'm  not  in  Love,  that  Fm  fo 
forgetful — 'Tis  no  matter,  it  lies  but  in  my  own  Room, 
I  can  quickly  return  with  It— Ha  !  I  can't  find  my  Way 
out  again  'Tis  fo  dark,  that  I  don't  know  wherea- 
bouts I  am  !  [Feeling  about  for  the  private  Place."]  I 
have  done  finely— So,  1  fee  a  Light,  fome  Body's  co- 
ming—I  find  the  Train  of  Difcovery  has  took  Fire, 
and  all  our  Plot  will  be  blown  up  in  a  Trice.  f  Afpin 
whcJu  the  Cbamber-J)oor,  and  snhu  with  a  Candle. 
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Afl>*  Now  am  I  almoft  afraid  to  -enter,  leaft  I  fhould 
meet  with  fome  of  thefe  Fairies-— 'Stands  peeping  and 
trembling  at  the  Door.']  Shall  I  [Betty  hides  her  felf  by 
the  fide  Scene.]  venture  or  no  ?  Hang  Fear,  'tis  below  a 
Man  of  my  Courage— [Comes  forward  a  little ;  Betty 
flips  behind  him,  and  moves  as  he  does. 

Bet.  Mow  if  I  can  fee  whereabout  the  private  Door 
if,  Til  attempt  to  blow  out  the  Candle,  and  whilft  he 
goes  to  light  it  again,  I  may  find  an  Opportunity  to  flip 
away;  'tis  but  venturing,  Fear  and  Neceflity  often 
make  Cowards  brave,  and  give  their  Courage  Succefs. 

AJp.  [keeping  about.]  I  begin  xo  be  a  little  afraid  ;  I 
wifli  none  of  thefe  Fairies  be  here  invifible;  for  me- 
thinks  the  Candle  begins  to  burn  blue.  [Walks  about 
the  Room,  ft  arts  at  the  Table."]  What's  that !  oh  !  'tis 
the  Table— Here's  nothing  here — [After  he  has  walk'd 
about  the  Room,  while  fbe  follow  d  him,  he  gets  in  the 
middle  of  the  Stage  and  /peaks.]  Hem !  Now  my 
Heart's  in  my  Belly  again,  and  my  Courage  is  return'd — • 
I  don't  believe,  if  the  Devil  himfelf  were  here  (Lord 
blefs  us)  I  fhou'd  be  afraid  ■  ■  [She  ftrikes  him  a  Box 
vtV  Ear.]  Humph !  that  fubftantial  Favour  cou'd  not 
come  from  a  Thing  of  Air  ;  it  had  the  full  Weight  of 
Flefh  and  Blood—  [Turns  about  and  holds  up  the  Can- 
dle to  her  Face  ;  fbe  blows  it  out,  juft  at  which  Col.  Man- 
ly enters.]  What  the  Devil  are  you,  Madam— Oh  the 
Devil!  the  Devil!  the  Devil! 

Enter  Col.  Manly. 

Col.  Either  my  Eyes  deceiv'd  me,  or  I  faw  the  Glimpfe 
©f  a  Woman  as  I  enter'd  AJpin,  what's  the  Matter. 

AJp.  O  dear,  Sir,  are  you  there  For  Heaven's  Sake 
have  a  care  of  your  felf— Here's  a  whole  Troop  of  De- 
vils in  the  Room,  befides  a  vaft  Tribe  of  Witches  and 
Fairies. 

Col.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Blockhead. 
Afp.  Dear  Sir,  make  no  Words,  but  fend  immediate- 
}y  for  a  Parfon.    I  am  bewitch'd  !  I  am  poffefs'd  !  The 
Devil  has  conjur'd  his  Flames  into  my  right  Ear  already. 
Bet.  Now  I  fliall  get  off.         [She  feeling  about  for 
the  private  Place,  the  Col.  lays  held  of  her: 
Coh  Have  I  caught  you?  I  have  laid  hold  on  one 

~  ~"  Fa 
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I'm  fure,  and  'tis  a  Woman.  A/pin,  run  and  fetck  a 
Light  quickly. 

Bet.  What  (hall  I  do  ? 

Afp.  A  Woman]  the  greater  Devihthan  I'm  fure— 
Let  her  go,  dear  Sir,  let  her  go. 

Col.  Bring  a  Candle  I  fay  [Exit  Afpin.]  I  find  my 

little  Fairy,  there's  fome  Subhance  in  you  I  have  a 
ftrong  Inclination  to  try  it  >ou  be  Fle(h  and  Blood; 
the  Room  is  dark,  and  very  fit  for  the  Purpofe. 

Bet,  What  (hall  I  dQ  ?  ■  .Fortune,  fiand  my  Friend 
but  now,  and  I'll  never  tempt  thee  fo  again.  [Gives  a 
fudden  Spring  out  of  his  Arms.^    I'm  free  at  hit. 

Col.  Are  you  at  that  Sport,  my  Dear  1  Nay,  then 

I'll  fecure  the  Door,  and  if  you  are  a  Spirit,  you  (hall 
exert  your  Power,  and  vanifh  thro'  the  Keyhole. 

[  Runs  to  the  Dpor,  fulls  it  too,  and  holds  it  faft. 

Bet.  8oy  now  I  have  found  the  right  Place,  and  if 
ever  I  venture  fo  again,  I  wilh  I  may  be  ravifh'd. 

[Betty  goes  thro'  the  private  Door,' and  Jbuts  it  after  her* 

Col.  I  hear  no  Body  ftir. 

Enter  Afpin  with  a  Candle. 

Afp.  I  have  brought  a  Candle,  Sir  :  Come  bring  the 
Fairy  to  the  Light ;  I  can  look  at  her  with  more  Plea- 
fure  now  (he's  a  Prifoner,  than  I  felt  her  a  little  while 

ago  Mafler,  we'll  fwear  (he's  a  Witch,  and  have  her 

burnt  Where  is  (he,  Sir  ?  [Looking  about. 

Col.  Where  is  fhe  ?  Why,  in  the  Room  I  think. 

Afp.  [Looking  about  the  Room.']  I  can't  fee  her,  Sir; 
but  perhaps  (he  may  have  conjur'd  a  Mift  before  my 
Eyes,  for  I  can't  perceive  the  leaft  Glimpfe  of  any  Bo- 
dy but  your  felf— Why,  you  have  not  got  hold  of  her 
now,  have  you  Mafter  ? 

Col.  Got  hold  of  the  Devil,  you  Blockhead— How 
is  it  poflible  fhe  fhou'd  get  away  ?— — I  am  certain  I  fe- 
cur'd  the  Door.   Surely  (he  deals  with  the  Devil. 

Afp.  I  warrant  (he  does,  and  he  has  carry'd  her  away 
in  a  Whirlwind. 

Col.  I  am  diflrafted  till  (he's  found. 

Afp.  Then  Sir,  'twill  be  a  long  Time  before  you  re- 
cover your  Senfes. 

Cot. 
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Col.  'Sdeath  to  be  thus  out-witted  by  a  Woman  !  Til 
find  her  out  I'm  refolv'd. 

Aft.  Ah !  Sir,  don't  be  too  curious,  it  may  be  very 
fatal  to  us ;  for  Spirits,  like  Statefmen,  don't  care  that 
ordinary  Perfons  fliou'd  pry  too  much  into  their  Secrets. 

Col.  This  Fellow  is  as  fearful  at  Thirty,  as  a  raw 
Boy  that  is  bred  up  with  an  old  Grandmother,  and  had 

his  Education  only  amongft  Women  I'll  employ  one 

Hour  more  of  this  Night,  I'm  refolv'd,  to  make  the 
Difcovery.   Come  along  TremWer.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Widow's  Lodgings. 
'Table  and  CandUs. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  the  Widow. 

W'td.  Nay,  dear  Coufin,  tell  me  what  you  have  net 
with,  fince  you  have  been  with  Miranda,  to  occafion 
this  fudden  Uneafinefs  ?  I  am  forry  you  have  fo  mean  an 
Opinion  of  my  Friendfhip  or  Sincerity,  to  refufe  ac- 
quainting me  with  this  Caufe  of  your  Tears. 

Clar.  Dear  Coufin  forgive  me  ;  and  if  your  Patience 

will  permit,  you  (hall  know  the  Caufe  or  'em  You 

are  fenfible,  that  before  my  Father  dy'd,  his  Extrava- 
gance had  confum'd  the  greateft  Share  of  his  Patrimony, 
and  left  me  only  with  two  hundred  Pounds  to  the  Care 
of  my  Uncle,  who  quickly  deny'd  me  the  Protefhon  of 
his  Houfe ;  and  turn'd  me  out  a  Prey  unto  Misfortune, 

Wid.  This  I  have  heard,  and  often  wonder'd  at  my 
Uncle's  Barbarity. 

Clar.  The  Fault  was  mine,  and  'tis  feverely  punifli  d. 
Know  that  wicked  Man,  Sir  Amorous  Vainwit,  came 
down  with  a  Relation  of  my  Uncle's  to  his  Houfe  m 

WHtJhire,  where  I  then  refided  My  Beauty  tempted 

him  to  betray  my  Innocence:  He  had  not  been  many 

Days  before  be  made  known  his  Paflion  1  then  being 

young,  unknowing  in  the  fubtil  Wiles  of  Men,  with 
Pleafure  hearken 'd  to  his  Love :  He  foon  perceiv'd  hts 
Conquefi,  and  made  a  ftronger  Application :  At  length 
his  Oaths  and  Vows  G>  won  upon  Heart— —I  blulh 
to  tell  the  reft. 
^  fM.  Wicked  Man! 
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Clar.  After  he  had  fubdu'  d  my  Virtue,  his  Occafions 
prefs  d  him  up  to  London.  He  left  me,  but  with  firong 
Aflurances  of  Marriage— Six  Months  were  pafs'd  with- 
out e'er  hearing  from  him  :« — But  then,  the  Punifhment 
of  guilty  Love  I  cou'd  conceal  no  longer  My  Aunt 
made  me  confefs  the  whole  Affair — but  fiill  conceal'd 
it  from  my  Uncle's  Knowledge,  till  I  was  brought  to 
bed  or  a  fair  Boy,  the  Witnefs  of  his  unhappy  Mother's 
Shame ;  then  my  cruel  Uncle  fliowVd  on  me  all  his 
Rage,  and  foon  as  I  was  able,  turn'd  me  from  his  Houfe, 

Wid>  Poor  Clarinda. 

Clar.  I  then  came  up  to  Town  My  Boy,  Heaven 
was*  pleas  xl  to  take— -I  found  out  Sir  Amorous  ;  but  he, 
to  add  to  my  Affl;<3ions,  whqn  I  expe&ed  Pity  and  Re- 
drefs,  defpis  d  and  fcorn'd  me ;  and  while  I  was  drink- 
ing Tea  with  Miranda  this  Afternoon,  her  Brother, 
Mr.  Courtwell,  propos'd  him  to  her  for  a  Husband 
You  may  be  fure  this  alarmd  me  ;  for  fhou'd  he  marry, 
then  all  my  Hopes  of  Help  from  him  were  loft,  and  I 
fhould  be  abandon'd  to  the  utmoft  Shame  and  Poverty, 

Wid.  I  am  not  fo  much  furpriz  d  at  the  Ingratitude  of 
Mankind,  who  generally  return  with  Negled  the  high- 
eft  Obligations  or  our  Sex,  as  that  after  fo  many  Exam- 
ples of  their  Perfidy,  we  fliou'd  ever  confide  in  their 
falfe  Oaths,  and  Promifes,  and  purchafe  Contempt  at  the 
Expence  of  our  Virtue  and  Fame  But,  dear  Coufin, 
I  cannot  exprefs  my  Concern  for  your  Misfortunes ;  I 
wou'd  advife  you  quickly  to  make  Miranda  acquainted 
with  your  Story.  She's  good- natur'd,  and  will  contrive 
fome  Means  for  your  Redrefs. 

Clar.  I  have  already— I  waited  till  her  Brother  went 
away,  and  told  her  all — Her  tender  Heart  was  raov'd  ; 
flie  promis'd  me  her  Aid,  bid  me  have  Hope,  for  that 
flie  wou'd  engage  I  fhou'd  marry  him  before  I  went  to 
Bed  ;  but  how  that's  poffible  I  cant  conceive.  Howe- 
ver, (he  afTur'd  me,  it  fhou'd  be  fo;  and  has  order 'd 
me  to  be  with  her  by  Eight  o  Clock. 

Wid.  This  isfurprizing  !  Tis  now  after  Six — Ifuppofe 
fhell  not  go  out  to  Night,  fo  Coufin,  1 11  go  to  her  A- 
partment,  pay  her  a  Vifit  by  my  felf,  and  encourage  her 
to  proceed  in  your  Caufe,  {Exeunt* 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  CoL  Manley's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Colonel  and  Afpin. 
CoL  I  wonder  that  no  body  appears  yet, 
Afp.  Heav'n  fend  they  mayn't,  for  if  they  fliou'd, 
they'd  make  my  Hair  brittle  up  an  End  like  a  Turkey- 
Cock's  Tail. 

CoL  What  flill  repeating  the  fame  fearful  Tune. 

AfP'  Ay,  Sir,  if  you  call  it  fo ;  but  Fear  makes  very 
dull  Mufick;  the  Sound  of  fuch  another  Box  on  the 
Ear,  wou'd  reduce  it  to  nothing  but  Difcord.  Me- 
thinks,  tho'  I  have  no  great  Skill,  'tis  like  touching  the 
Strings  too  hardily. 

Col.  Come,  no  more  of  your  Nonfenfe. 

Enter  Miranda  thro'  the  private  Door,  with  a  Dark- 
Lanthorn  in  her  Hand. 

Coh  I  fancy,  I  hear  fome  body  tread. 

Afp.  O  Lord !  no  fure !  Mafter,  pray  let  me  fetch  a  1 
Candle. 

CoL  You  talk  like  a  Blockhead:  We  are  likely  tc 
make  a  Difcovery  of  any  Thing  with  a  Light, 

Afp.  I  know  what  my  Mafter  talks  like  if  I  durfl  J 
tell  him,  to  (iippofe  we  can  make  a  Djfcovery  of  anj  ] 
Thing  without.  O  Lord  !  yes,  I  beg  his  Pardon,  now  , 
I  think  .on't,  a  Woman  may  be  difcover'd  in  the  Dark.  1 

Mir.  Pll  ftay  here,  and  write  my  Billet- deux*  Well, 
now  I'm  pretty  (afe ;  but  I  run  as  many  Dangers  as  a  ro  , 
mantick  Knight  in  an  enchanted  Caftle,  and  Love  ha.« 
made  me  full  as  ridiculous— —I  have  juft  Reafon  enough  yi 
to  know  I  ad  againft  Reafon,  elfe  why  fliou'd  I  be  fc  J1 
induftrious  to  declare  my  Pafllon  to  the  Man,  and  at  th<  !: 
fame  Time,  fo  defirous  to  conceal  my  Perfon  from  hi  ,° 
'Knowledge  :  Certainly,  I  am  a&uated  by  that  little  Dei  ! 
ty,  Cupid,  who  fports  himfelf  in  the  whimfical  Aclioni  * 
of  us  Mortals. 

Afp.  I  fancy  I  heard  fomething  mention  Enchantmeni  }i 
juft  now.    I  am  afraid  the  Devil  is  in  the  Room,  for 
begin  to  fmell  Brimflone— — Pray,  Sir,  let  us  go  dowr 
Stairs,  for  if  we  flay  in  this  Room  much  longer,  W(  , 
fliall  be  both  frighted  out  of  our  Wits. 

Cot. 
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Cel.  Come  this  Way :  If  I  am  not  miftaken,  I  heard 
fome  body  in  the  Room. 

Afp.  Dear  Sir,  don't  let  us  venture  thus  in  the  Dark, 
for  che  Fairies  may  have  fome  evil  Defign  upon  us  \  be- 
fides,  it  looks  very  much  like  the  Sin  of  Preemption, 
j     Col.  Tread  foftly,  and  don't  give  the  Enemy  Notice 
£  of  our  Approach, 

AJp.  Lord,  Sir,  I  am  juft  ready  to  beat  an  Alarm  with 
my  Teeth. 

Col.  Hold  your  Tongue,  you  Son  of  a  Whore,  and 
?  keep  your  Teeth  together,  or  Til  cut  one  out,  and  beat 
1  the  other  down  your  Throar. 
>      Afp.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  fetch  a  Light. 

Mir.  So,  here's  the  Table.    Now  for  a  Difpatch  of 
Bufinefs.       [Sits  down,  opens  the  Lanthorn  and  writes. 

CoU  You  may  fpare  your  felf  the  Trouble;  for  fee, 
you  no  fooner  defire  a  Light,  but  you  have  one. 

Aff.  O  Lord  I  what  do  I  fee  ?  There's  the  Devil 

in  frapria  Ferfona—M after,  dear  Sir,  have  you  never 
an  Errand  to  fend  me  of?— O  Lord,  O  Lord!  my 
Heart  beats  a  March  to  my  Heels. 

0  Col.  Til  beat  your  Brains  out,  if  you  don't  make 

1  your  Heart  and  your  Heels  agree. 

I  Afp.  Lord,  Sir,  you  quite  miflake  the  whole  Matter, 
'  they  ate  agreed  upon  going,  and  only  want  you  to  give 

the  Word.  " 
j.  Col.  Sirrah,  hold  your  Tongue. 
'  Afp.  You  need  not  bid  me,  for  Fear  has  made  me  fo 
y  dry  in  my  Mouth,  that  my  Tongue  is  almoft  become 
"  ufelefs ;  but  if  you  don't  make  hafte,  my  Teeth  will 
j.  quickly  do  the  Office  of  my  Tongue,  and  tell  her  how 
£  my  Heart  beats.   O !  a  Ghoft  J  an  Apparition !  A  Par- 

fon,  a  Parfon  !  fetch  a  Parfon  quickly  !  Co  oml  goes 
f  behind  the  Table,  takes  up  the  Lfintborn,  and  claps  bold 

*  of  Miranda. 

II  Mir.  I  am  betray'd  ! 

Col.  Stand  away  Blockhead— Have  I  caught  youf 
Madam  ?  IT  rake  Care  you  (han't  fLp  thro*  my  Hands 
'  again.   [Looks  on  her.l   Ha !  methink  I  ne'er  few  one 
fo  beautiful  before— —What  means  this  Palpitation  at  my 

*  Heart— 'Tis  lb ;  flie's  fome  Divinity  tome  down  from) 

Heav'n 
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Heav'n  to  blefs  me,  and  I  have  offended  her  with  my 
Rafhnefs.  [Gazing  at  her. 

AJp.  So;  now  will  my  Mafier  be  for  committing  For- 
nicanon  with  a  Witch. 

Mir.  I  find  I  have  fome  Influence  over  him  ;  at  leafl, 
the  Vanity  of  my  Sex  tells  me  fo : — Heaven  fend  it  may 
be  true— My  Hand  is  in  the  Lion's  Mouth,  and  I  muft 
pull  it  very  gently  out  to  make  my  Efcape. 

Col.  What  a  fudden  Invafion  have  her  Charms  made 
on  my  Heart  ? 

Afp.  How  earneftly  my  Mafler  flares  on  this  gay  Sha- 
dow ?  'Tis.no  more  I'm  fure;  for  I'll  warrant  it  will 
vanifh  prefently. 

Col.  Madam,  who  you  are  I  know  not,  nor  can.  I  re- 
member I  ever  faw  you  before  But  what  you  are, 

Angel  nor  Goddefs  are  Terms  great  enough  to  expreft — ■  j 
therefore  pray  inform  me  of  the  one,  whilft  I  admire  ac 
the  other. 

Mr.  Sir,  your  Stile  is  very  courtly,  and  more  per- 
haps  than  the  Subjed  deferves;  but  I  efleem  it  as  it  is,  a 
Gompliment ;  tho'  to  anfwer  you  plainly  who  I  am,  be  I 
aflur'd  I  am  a  Woman  of  no  mean  Fortune  or  Extra- 
ction—— and  what  I  am  you  jmay  judge  :— — I  am  your  j 
Prifoner  at  prefent  So  leave  you  to  determine. 

AJp.  That  you  may  do  prefently,  Sir,  Lopk  but  a  lit- 
tle nearer  to  her— Notwithftanding  (he's  fo  beautiful, 
I  warrant  fhe  has  cloven  Feet  underneath. 

Col  Impudent  Blockhead  be  gone  \        [Strikes  him. 

AJj)*  With  all  my  Heart;  for  I  never  was  fo  weary 
of  my  Company  before.  \  Exit.  \ 

.  Col.  '  Now,  Madam,  (hall  I  have  the  Happinefs  to  know 
your  Name* 

Mir.  Let  what  I  have  told  you  fuffice  at  prefent:  Be  \ 
like  a  Soldier  of  Honour,  truft  me  upon  my  Parole,  and 
you  fhall  hear  farther  from  me  in  Half  an  Hour.  Be  \ 
fatisfy'd  I  am  a  Woman  of  Reputation,  tho'  my  prefent 
Conduct  may  have  brought  it  into  Suipicion,  and  I  ex- 
pect: you  wou'd  treat  me  as  becomes  a  Gentleman,  and 
One  whom  I  efteem,  as  you  may  fuppofe. 

Col.  Nay,  nay,  my  Dear;  now  I  find  you  are  a  Mor-  jj 
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til  I  flian't  part  with  you,  but  upon  very  advantageous 
Conditions. 

Mir.  Then  I  am  loft  again — O  for  a  Stratagem!-— 
Now  all  the  Invention,  Craft,  Subtilty  of  my  Sex  aflfift— • 
Sir,  I  beg  you  to  releafe  me  now,  and  in  Requital  of 
your  Generofity,  come  but  into  the  Piazza  of  Covent- 
Garden  in  Half  an  Hour,  there  (hall  a  Chair  wait  for 
you,  and  bring  you  where  I  dare  own  my  felf  with 
Honour,  and,  I  hope,  to  both  our  Satisfactions. 

Col.  Pardon  me,  Madam ;  I  dare  not  take  your  Word ; 
that  wou'd  be  like  venturing  all  my  Treafure  to  Sea  in 
a  Storm. 

Mir.  What  do  you  intend  to  do  with  me,  Sir  ? 

Col.  To  love  you. 

Mir.  And  not  obey  me  ! 

Col.  Obedience  in  a  Lover  is  as  Romantic  as  Conflan- 
cy.  Befides,  I  know  you  are  a  Woman  of  more  Senfe, 
than  to  expect  it  in  fuch  an  Affair  as'  this. 

Mir.  Stratagem  is  the  peculiar  Wifdom  of  our  Sesi 
But  to  anfvrer  you  in  your  own  Profeflion,  fince  yoit 
refufe  to  admit  of  a  Truce,  I  muft  take  other  Methods, 
and  compel  you  to  it.    Behold  this  Mark  upon  my 
Hand,  and  then  detain  me  if  you  can.         ['Takes  a 
Pinch  of  Snuff  out  of  her  Box  fecretty.    She  holds 
up  her  Handy  he  comes  to  look  at  it>  jbe  blows  the 
Snuff  in  his  Eyes,  he  jlantps,  drops  the  Lanthorn^ 
Which  Jbe  takes  up^  turns  the  dark  Sidey  and  efcapfr 
thro%  the  fecret  Place,  v 
Col.  Zoons!  She  has  put  my  Eyes  out.   Afpiny  i 
Light  quickly,  a  Light  you  Dog ! 

Enter  Afpin  with  a  Candle. 
Afp.  So,  I  thought  what  it  wou'd  come  to— is  the 
Fairy  gone,  Sir  ? 

Col.  Gone !  yes ;  and  has  almoft  blinded  me  with 
blowing  Snuff  in  my  Eyes* 

Afp.  Mo,  no  Matter :  I  warrant  you  it  was  Brimflone* 
Cel.  Did  not  you  meet  her  ? 

Afp.  If  I  did,  it  was  invifible :  but  I  believe  I  might; 
for  as 'I  was  coming  haftily  in,  the  Candle  had  like  to 
fcave  been  blown  out,  and  I  believe  it  was  fhe  whisk- 
ing by  me  in  a  Whirlwind. 
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Col.  Twice  together  to  be  out-witted  thus. 

AJp.  What  better  can  you  exped  by  keeping  fuch  Di- 
abolical Company  ? 

Col.  We  are  in  a  Dream  fure,  and  Fancy  plagues  us 
with  a  fantaftick  Form. 

Afp.  As  to  its  being  fantaflick,  'tis  the  Form  of  a  Wo- 
man, and  therefore  no  Wonder ;  but  I  believe  we  fliall 
be  the  firft  that  ever  dreamt  when  we  were  broad  a- 
wake. 

Col.  What's  here  ?      [Takes  the  Letter  off  the  Table. 
Reads, 

Sir,  I  begin  to  be  tirrd  with  the  Franks  I  have  play'd 
you;  therefore  left  I  Jbould  bring  my  Honour  into 
Sufpicion,  I  think  it  Time  to  difcover  my  felf.  If 
yon  will  be  in  the  Tiazza  in  Covent- Garden  this 
Evening,  their  foali  be  a  Chair. 
But  what  (hou'd  follow  ?  ■    ■  Why  certainly  what  fhe 
told  me  ■     This  Intrigue,  the  nigher  it  draws  to  a  Dif- 
covery,  appears  the  more  Intricate.    1*11  ventuTe  howe- 
ver, and  never  give  over  till  I  have  diffdv'd  this  Charm. 

Like  Woman,  I'll  invent,  till  Means  are  found, 
With  equal  Craft  this  Riddle  to  expound.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Third  ACT. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Lady  Outride,  and  Miranda,  peruftng  a  Letter* 

Mir.  £#St§jfi©£?k  O  W  excellent  is  the  Stile!  fuch 
foft,  fuch  eafie  Language  !  as  if 
the  Quill  that  wrote  it  had  beet* 
pluck'd  from  Cupid's  Wing. 

Wid.  But  prithee,  dear  Miran. 
da,  what  do  you  defign  to  do 
with  this  Colonel  ? 
Mir.  Why,  I  intend  after  seizing  hitn  a  little  more, 
to  difcorer  my  feif  to  him. 
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jVtd.  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Mir*  Why,  he's  a  Man  of  more  Wit  than  to  be  im- 
post on  fo  much  longer  ;  therefore  I  had  rather  the  Dif- 
covery  (hou'd  be  owing  to  my  Generofity,  than  his  Ge- 
nius, Befides,  the  DefTgn  begins  to  have  fo  kztle  Vari- 
ety in  it,  that  it's  no  longer  agreeable ;  and  tho'  I  was 
fond  of  it  at  firft,  as  our  Sex  is  of  a  new  Fafhion ;  fo 
after  two  or  three  Times,  the  Delight  of  ic  is  gone,  awl 
now  I'd  bring  it  to  a  Conclufion. 

Wid.  If  an  Amour  grows  difagreeable,  what  will  a 
Husband  do  ? 

Mir.  Perhaps  the  fame:  Tho*  the  Variety  of  our 
Tempers  may  take  off  the  dull  Notes  of  Matrimony. 
But,  Nfadam,  I  want  to  have  a  little  ferious  Difcourfe 
wirh  you;  I  wou'd  very  fain  make  a  Sifler-in-Law  of 
you. 

fV/d.  Sure  you  take  me  to  be  as  mad  as  your  felf. 

Mi*.  Why  not  ?— Come,  I'll  venture  firft  into  the 
Road  of  Matrimony^  and  then  it  will  be  eafie  for  you 
to  follow  my  Tracks. 

fVid,  Whether  the  Colonel  will  have  you,  or  no  ? 

Mir.  Vd  fain  fee  a  handfom  Fellow  of  his  Wic  and 
ftation,  that  wou'd  refufe  a  pretty  young  Lady  wkh  a 
•  good  Fortune;  but  if  you  wou'd  not  have  me  beat  the 
Path  for  you,  Til  take  Care  when  my  Brother  comes 
next,  that  you  fliall  do  it  for  me. 

Enter  Court  well. 
And  here  he  comes,  in  the  critical  Minute  too,  I  hope. 
Brother,  I  have  been  pleading  your  Caufe  to  my  Lady 
Outjide  ;  but  I'm  afraid  I  (han't  prove  a  fuccefsful  Advo- 
cate, confidering  a  younger  Brother's  my  Client,  and  a 
rich  Widow  the  Judge:  Fortune  is  grown  the  befl  O- 
rator  in  Love. 

Court.  You  are  in  the  right,  Sifter  :  Jointure  and  Pin- 
Money  have  clearly  got  the  better  of  Merit  and  Affects 
.  on ;  but  1*11  never  repine  at  that;  for  fine  Women,  like 
great  Tables,  tho'  they  are  maintain'd  by  Men  of  For- 
tunes, are  ever  open  to  Men  of  Parts. 

Wtd.  The  Women  are  ever  fure  of  youf  good  Word, 
Mr.  Courtwell;  when  you  have  a  Miflrefi,  I  hope  flie'll 
deferve  it  from  you  in  particular,  and  have  in  Perfection 
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all  thofe  good  Qualities  you  fo  liberally  beftow  upon  the 
whole  Sex  in  your  Difcourfes. 

Court,  Why,  Madam,  I  thought  you  had  underftood 
Raillery  better;  this  is  only  the  Way  of  Talking  I  have 
got  among  my  Companions,  where,  when  we  meet  o- 
ver  a  Bottle,  'tis  held  as  great  a  Part  of  Wit  to  rally 
Women  handfomely  behind  their  Backs,  as  to  flatter 
them  to  their  Faces. 

Mir,  I  find  'tis  Time  for  me  to  withdraw.  In  thefe 
Sort  of  Engagements,  a  third  Perfbn  is  wholly  unnecef- 
fary.  [Exit. 

Wid.  But  why  do  you  make  us  poor  Women  the  Sub- 
mit of  your  Mirth  ?  Why  are  we  fo  barbaroufly  treated 
by  you  i 

Court,  Becaufe  you  are  fo  uncharitable,  fo  hard-hear- 
ted, and  are  encompafs'd  with  fo  many  Difficulties,  as 
Decency,  Honour,  and  Reputation,  that  the  Men  that 
Jove  their  Pleafure,  begin  to  hate  you  worfe  than  Beg- 
gars do  a  Coach  with  the  Glalfes  drawn  up,  defpait  of 
Relief,  and  fall  a  Railing. 

Wid.  But  pray  Mr.  CourtwelJ,  to  what  kind  Saint  do 
we  owe  your  Converfion  ? 

Court,  Yeu  are  very  forgetful  fure :  How  often  have 
my  Eyes  told  you,  when  my  Tongue  durfi  not,  the 
Pains  you  gave  my  Heart :  Need  I  tell  you  any  more, 
'tis  your  fair  felf  I  love.  I  have  loft  the  Pleafure  of 
Mirth,  of  Wine,  and  Company,  all  Things  that  were 
before  delightful  to  me,  are  no  longer  fo.  My  Life  is 
grown  but  one  continued  Thought  of  your  fair  felf  ? 

Wid.  Come,  leave  your  Fooling.  I  think  your  old 
Humour  does  better  with  you  a  thoufand  Times  than 
this  whining  Love  ? 

Court,  Why  here  'tis  now,  there  are  fo  many  Cheats 
in  this  Trade  of  Love  too,  that,  like  Beggars,  the  true 
go  unreliev'd,  becaufe  we  meet  with  now  and  then  a 
Counterfeit ;  but  faith  Madam  I  wou'd  not  trouble  you, 
cou'd  my  Pain  admit  of  Redrefs  from  any  but  your  felf. 

Wd.  Sure,  Mr.  CourtweU,  you  wou  d  think  I  had  an 
excellent  Opinion  of  my  felf,  or  an  implicit  Faith  in. 
whatever  you  fay,  (hou'd  I  believe  all  this  now* 
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Court.  If  I  cold  a  Surgeon  I  had  broke  my  Leg,  d'you 
think  he  wou'd  not  take  my  Word  ? 
Wid.  Yes  fure. 

Court.  Why  fliou'd  not  you  take  it  then  for  a  woun- 
ded Heart  ?  They  are  neither  of  'em  Matters  to  brag 
of;  and  I  wou'd  no  more  lead  the  Life  of  a  Lover  if  1 
were  free,  than  I  wou'd  that  of  a  fick  Man  if  I  were 
well. 

Wid.  Methinks  the  (Ick  Men,  as  you  call  them,  look 
fo  like  the  well,  that  one  can  fcarce  know  one  from  the 
other. 

Court.  In  your  Chamber  perhaps;  but  abroad  we  find 
4  thoufand  Differences. 

Wid.  As  how  I  pray  ? 
fej  Court.  Why  your  true  Lover  leaves  all  Company 
when  the  Mirth  begins,  the  Table  when  the  Bottles  are 
call'd  for,  the  Gaming- Houfe  when  the  Cards  come  up  ; 
is  more  afraid  of  an  Engagement  than  a  Lawyer  ia 
Term- Time  ;  wou'd  lefs  mifs  the  laft  AS  of  a  Play,  the 
Park,  or  indeed,  any  abominable  old  Lady's,  where  he 
may  hope  to  fee  the  Party,  than  a  Citizen's  young 
Daughter  wou'd  Gray's- Inn -Walks  the  firft  Sunday  of 
her  new  Gown. 

Wid.  And  will  you  be  fuch  an  Animal  for  my  fake  ? 

Court.  Faith  I  am  already;  but  if  not  well  us'd,  I 
(hall  find  the  way  home  again. 

Wid.  Whatever  you  think,  Sir,  I  (hall  contribute  no> 
more  to  the  keeping  you  my  f  ervant,  than  I  did  to  the 
making  you  fo. 

Court.  Well,  do  but  ufe  as  proper  Means  to  keep  me 
your  f.  ervmt,  as  you  did  to  make  me  fo,  and  I  am  fa- 
tisfy'd. 

Wid.  Why,  what  Means? 

Court.  As  your  Beauty  bred  my  AfFe&ion,  fo  let  your 
Kindnefs  nourifli  it. 

Wid.  Why,  I  am  tender-hearted,  CourtwelJy  but  then 
you  have  been  fuch  an  inconflant 

Court.  Oh  Madam,  your  right  Lover,  like  your  true 
bred  paniel,  will  range;  'tis  only  a  Proof  of  his  high 
Mettle;  but  when  his  lawful  Game's  before  him,  down, 
down——  ~~ 
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jYid.  Ay,  down  down  indeed,  when  his  law- 
ful Game's  before  him ;  but  in  my  Opinion,  that's  not 
fo  commendable  a  Quality  in  a  Lover,  whatever  it  be  m 
a  Spaniel. 

Court.  O  what  untoward  Sufpicions  thefe  Widows 

hrWii.  But  let  me  fee,  what  may  I  expefl  if  I  confent 

to  be  your  Wife  1  1  mufi  board  half  a  Year  with  a 

Friend  in  the  Country,  tumble  about  the  other  halt  in 
mofi  villainous  Hackneys,  fee  you  when  you  have  no 
Money  to  play,  and  then  be  kifs'd  out  ot  a  Rmg  or  a 
Bracelet.  , ,       _  _.  , 

Court.  Iwou'd  not  ufe  a  City-Widow  of  Five  .and 
Fifty  fo.  with  Seven  final!  Children :  Do  but  Confent, 
Madam,  and  I'll  this  Minute  fend  for  a  Parfon  and  a  Li- 
cenfe,  for  fear  you  fhou'd  change  your  Refolut.on. 

'   Wd.  Hold,  hold,  Courtwell  My  Heart  fails  me. 

Court.  'Sheart,  I  had  a  Qualm  two :  There's  certain- 
ly a  more  than  ordinary  Providence  attends  me— -I  (hall 
'fcape  yet :  I  am  now  in  a  Twitter,  like  a  Gamefter  up- 
on a  great  Bet,  that  is  heartily  afraid  he  fhould  lofe  it, 
and  yet  his  Love  to  the  Money  won't  fuffer  him  to  draw 

Stakes  Well,  I  mufl  have  her. 

W'd.  Indeed  you  won't  1  have  confiderd  better 

On't  Your  humble  Servant.  .  [Extt. 

Court.  Heyday  1  Certainly  there's  nothing  in  the  Cre- 
ation fo  fantaftical  as  a  Woman  There's  no  Hopes  ot 

Euccefs,  I  find,  by  a  regular  Siege,  fo  I'll  e'en  employ 
my  Force  another  way,  and  take  the  Citadel  by  Sur- 
prize :  and  here  comes  one  that  may  be  a  very  proper 
Inftrument,  I  mufl  endeavour  to  bribe  her  to  my  Inter- 
efi  :  In  thefe  Cafes,  there's  nothing  like  a  Friend  with 
in  the  Walls. 

Enter  Neceffary.  . 
Nee.  I  ask  your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  thought  my  Lady  hac 

been  here.  S&"% 
Court.  Hold,  pretty  Mrs.  Neceffary  1  mull  have  i 

Word  or  two  with  you. 

Nee.  I  fhou'd  be  glad  to  do  you  any  Pleafure,  an. 

fhaU  always  be  ready  whenever  you  pleafe  to  make  ui 
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Court.  Faith,  my  Dear,  you  are  very  pretty,  [Kijfes 
her.~]    'Sdeath  how  wantonly  her  Eyes  talk?  [AJtde. 

Nec.  Lard,  you  are  the  flrangeft-Man — Is  this  all  your 
Bufincfs  ? 

Court.  No,  my  Dear,  I  want  to  have  a  little  Dif. 
courfe  with  you  abou:  your  Lady. 

Nec.  Look  you,  Sir,  Lawyers  and  Chamber-Maids, 
like  Balaam's  Afs,  never  fpCak  unlefs  they  fee  an  Angel. 

Court.  Wifely  obfervU   There's  your  Fee.  [Gives 

her  Money. 

Nec.  Ay,  marry,  Sir,  this  is  fomewhat,  but  to  plead 
a  Caufe  in  Forma  Pauperis,  is  the  Devil. 

Court.  Well,  Mrs.  N  cejfary,  I  muft  have  your  Aifi- 
ftance  this  Night  in  a  Dcfign  which  I  have  laid  to  carry 
your  Lady;  in  which,  if  I  fucceed,  111  make  thole  two 
Guineas  two  hundred. 

Nec.  Ay,  marry  Sir,  this  is  bidding  like  a  Gentleman 
indeed  ;  you  may  depend  upon  my  Amftance  :  Two  hun- 
dred fuch  Angels  as  thefe  will  tempt  a  Woman  even  to 
keep  a  Secret  Well,  you  Men  are  ftrange  Creatures 
when  you  are  fet  upon  a  Thing  ;  you  ftick  at  nothing  to 
compafs  your  Defign ;  Lying,  Perjury,   Bribery,  and 

what  not  Nay,  o'my  Conkience,  I  believe  you'-d 

raife  the  Devil  to  obtain  a  Circle.  [A  Bell  rings.~]  Hark, 
my  Lady  rings!  I  can't  flay  to  confult  with  you  now. 

Court.  Meet  me  below  Stairs  a  quarter  of  an  Hour 
hence. 

Nec.  I  will,  I  will.   Farewell      [Exeunt  feverallyi 

SCENE  Co  vent-Garden. 

Enter  Col.  Manly* 
Col.  I  am  afraid  my  little  Riddle  has  jilted  me  again : 
I  have  waited  this  half  Hour,  and  no  Appearance  of  a 
I  Chair. 

Enter  two  Chair-Men  ^itb  a  Chair. 

Chair.  Hift !  hift  ]  If  your  Name  be  Manly ,  get  into 
this  Chair,  and  ask  no  farther  Queftions. 

Col.  Now  certainly  the  Difcovery  draws  near.  I  wifh 
at  laft  the  Riddle  proves  worth  the  Trouble  of  expoun- 
ding.  Certainly  (he  caa't  be  a  common  Woman,  by 
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the  Caution  (he  takes  of  preferving  her  Reputation. 
Well,  for  once  I'll  indulge  my  Curiofity,  tho  it  bring 
me  to  an  old  Woman,  or  what's  e'en  as  bad,  an  old 
Acquaintance.  r  i^ets  ff 

Chair.  Pufh  on,  Jack,  pufli  on.   {Exeunt  with  Chair. 

SCENE  a.  Chamber. 

Enter  Sir  Amorous  Vainwit,  reading  a  Letter. 
Sir  Amo.  Rivet  me  to  the  Center,  it  this  is  not  fu- 
perlatively  fortunate;  I  cou'd  contemplate  on  thefe  Lines 
to  Perpetuity. 

Sir,  lam % confirm  d  you  have  Wit  and  Good-Nature 
enomh  to  forgive  this  uncommon  Method  I  have  ta- 
ken to  divulge  my  Paffion;  the  EgeB  of  your  own 
Charms,  -which  I  think  as  itnpejfibtt  for  any  Woman 
to  fee,  and  not  admire,  as  to  love  you,  and  not  de- 
dare  it.  "The  Condition  I  am  in  makes  me  thus 
free  •  I  am  a  Woman  of  a  conjiderable  Fortune, 
and  in  my  own  Hands ;  but  have  a  Brother  who 
takes  the  Privilege  of  his  Sex  to  confine  me,  being 
of  a  Nature  fo  jealous,  that  he  believes  Virtue  can- 
vet  guard  it  (elf.  I  have  /aid  enough  to  let  you 
know  I jhould  be  glad  of  my  Freedom,  which  I  doubt 
pot  but  your  Wit  can  eafily  effeB ;  and  if  you  think 
my  Terfon  and  Fortune  a  Reward,  you  may  trufi  to 

your  own  Charms  for  your  Security.  If  you  will  go 
immediately  into  the  Piazza,  there  Jhall  be  a  Chair 
to  conditB  you  to  me.  Tours, 

SILVIA. 

This  is  an  Intrigue  indeed,  and  worth  the  following—- 
Eead  the  Women  are  ftrangely  taken  with  this  1  erlon 
of  mine.  I  believe  I  muft  marry  at  laft  in  my  own  De 
fence— Sirrah,  if  I  am  not  at  Home  by  Twelve,  yot 
need  not  expeS  me.   Mow  for  Silvia. 

SCENE  MirandaV  Chamber. 

Enter  Betty,  hading  In  Col.  Manly. 
B*f.  Stay  here  a  while,  and  I,  W  better  Compaq 
will  wait  on  you  immediately^  -Cm 
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Col.  So,  I  h  -  travelPd  a  fine  Way  to  Night,  thro* 
all  the  Allies,  Lanes,  and  By-ways  in  Town  ■  I  am 
brought  here  to  wait  on  my  little  Fairy,  and  for  ought 
I  know  I  may  be  in  ihe  World  in  the  Moon,  only 
Darkneft  feems  a  Contradi&ion  to  that— Pray  Heav'n, 
where  ever  I  am,  it  may  prove  an  Orb  of  Happinefs, 
and  that  this  Adventure  may  end  as  well  as  it  begun,  in 
a  pleafant  Intrigue  with  a  fair  young  Lady.  [  Singing 
within.']  What  do  I  hear  ?— Nay,  now  I  believe  I  am 
in  a  Region  among  the  Deities  indeed,  and  this  Mufick 
is  a  Preparation  for  the  thrilling  Pleafures  I  am  brought 
here  to  enjoy— Meth inks  they  ftay  too  long  Now 
am  I  flufiYd  with  Expectation  of  my  approaching  Blifs — . 
I  dare  not  peep,  for  fear  of  being  expeli'd  my  Eden  for 
fearching  after  too  much  Knowledge— Soft  a  little ! 
the  dark  Scene  of  Mortality  opens,  and  my  charming 
Spirit  appears  in  her  little  Paradife. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Betty  with  Candles* 
So!  in  what  Syllables  (hall  I  accofi  her  ?  What  a  Pox  ! 
Have  I  ne'er  a  Speech  out  of  a  Play  to  complement  her? 
Then  her  Beauty  nuift  infpire  me  with  fome  Extempore 
Poetry  I  think. 

Mir.  Is  not  your  Patience  tir'd,  Sir  ? 

Col.  No,  Madam: 

As  Rural  Swains  expeSing  wait  the  Dawn> 
And  view  with  Gladnefs  the  approaching  Morn  ; 
So  at  your  Radiant  Charms,  infpird  I  gaze, 
Cbeard  by  your  Eyes,  lijie  bright  Aurora's  Rays. 

Mit*  Sir,  infiead  of  returning  fo  courtly  a  Comple- 
ment in  the  fame  Poetick  Strain,  I  have  at  prefent  fo  lit- 
tle of  the  Vanity  of  my  Sex,  as  to  be  offended  at  youf 
Flattery  ;  for  you  have  neither  the  Gonflancy  of  a  Ru- 
ral Swain,  nor  my  Eyes  the  Brightnefs  of  Aurora's  Rays; 
therefore  your  Words  fpeak  rather  the  Panegyrick  of  a 
Poet,  than  the  Plain-dealing  of  a  Soldier. 

Col.  Madam,  what  I  have  faid  is  Truth,  and  there- 
fore no  Flattery;  and  as  for  my  Conftancy,  I  have  had 
a  continual  Fit  of  it  ever  fince  I  faw  you;  and  for  your 
Charms,  they  are  brighter  than  Aurora  in  my  Eyes,  and 
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I  am  as  little  ikflTd  in  the  Art  of  Flattery,  as  your  Beau- 
ty is  above  the  Reach  of  it.  . 

il^n  Nay,  now  your  Genius  foars  fo  high,  that  I  ar- . 
fure  you  my  humble  Wit  cannot  come  up  to  it  with  an 

A'S.eNor  mine,  Madam,  to  return  your  Raillery  at 
prefent,  but  pray  what  Ufcge  am  I  to ^expeft . 

Mr.  The  fame  which  you  intended  halt  an  Hour  a- 
eo  for  me,  Sir.  jj  • 

Co/.  Faith,  with  all  my  Heart,  Madam :  I  am  g.ad  to 
hear  it.   Come  lefs  retire  then.       {Knocking  without. 

Mr.  I  am  betray'd  !  'tis  my  Brother  Sir,  I  beg 

you'd  hide  your  felf  or  I'm  undone. 

Cel.  Hide  my  felf!  yes  truly,  'tis  very  l.ke ly  I  flioud 
and  not  know  where  I  am-A  Pox  on  my  unlucky  For- 

tUS/>.  Hark!  they  knock  again!  Betty,  conduit  him 

to  my  Clofet  in  my  Dreffing-Room.  [E*.  Betty  and  Col. 
So,  now  he's  gone,  I'm  fafe— Well,  an  Intrigue  re- 
quires as  much  Policy  to  keep  it  from  being  found  ing 
as  a  Confpiracy  :  The  leaft  contrary  Motion  drforders 
the  whole  Frame  of  it,  and  brings  it  to  the  very  Brink 

of  Difcovery. 

Enter  Sir  Amorous  and  Betty. 
Betty.  This  is  my  Lady,  Sir. 

Sr  Amo.  Strike  me  crooked  if  (he  is  not  a  molt  An- 
gelick  reature.  Madam,  may  I  have  Leave  to  hope 
fhefe  Lines  were  wrote  by  the  fair  Hands  of  fo  fuperla- 
tive  a  Beauty  ?  He  !  Madam.  . 

Mir.  Sir/they  were  and  I  hope  you  will  inter 

pret  Be  pleas'd  to  fit  1  fay  Sir  

Sir  Amo.  Madam!   ,.»«•• 

Mr.  I  fay  Sir,  my  Conduft  in  this  Affair  may  preju 
d.cemy  Reputation  in  your  Opinion :  Therefore  my  pre 
fent  Ta*  muft  be  to  juftify  that,  be  ore  I  car ,  pre tend t, 
a  Place  in  the  Heart  of  fo  accomphfli  d  a  Gentleman 
which,  I  muft  with  bluthing  own,  I  (hou  d  efteem  m 
greateft  Happinefs.  .      ,  . 

*  SrAmo.  O  Gad,  Madam,  you; confound  me  w. 
your  fupererogatory  Indulgence;  tho,  "the  fame  Tim 
I  muft  fay,  your  Manner  of  Proceeding  is  very  Nove 
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but  had  my  Eyes  before  this  Time  been  bleft  with  the 
benign  Profpeft  of  your  invincible  Charms,  your  Beau- 
ty wou'd  not  have  only  fav'd  your  Bluflies  upon  this 
Occasion,  but  infpir'd  my  Tongue  with  all  the  Efficacy 
of  moving  Eloquence  to  beg  with  Importunity  the  pro- 
ferM  Bleffing. 

Mir*  I  thank  yon,  for  your  kind  Indulgence  of  my 
Paflion :  even  Flattery  in  Love  is  welcome :  But,  Sir, 
that  my  Reputation  is  yet  unfully'd,  let  this  declare:  I 
am  a  Widow,  my  Husband  was  an  India  Merchant, 
Where,  about  three  Years  fince,  he  dy'd,  but  not  before 
he  had  acquir'd  an  Eitate  of  Two  Thoufand  Pounds  a 
Year,  of  which  he  left  me  fole  Miflrefs,  with  the  Ad- 
dition of  Fifteen  Thoufand  Pounds ;  the  Arong  AfFc&i- 
on  I  had  for  my  Native  Country,  foon  after  my  Hus- 
band's-Death,  brought  me  to  England,  where,  ever 
fince,  my  Brother  has  ufurp'd  a  Power  of  confining  me, 
making  this  Houfe  my  Prifon,  under  a  Pretence  to  pre- 
vent my  marrying  to  a  Disadvantage ;  but  rather,  I  be- 
lieve (by  his  barbarous  Ufage)  to  drive  me  into  Def- 
pair,  that  he  may  the  eafier  become  Mafler  of  my  For- 
tune:  He  is  Co  jealous  of  me,  that  it  wou'd  be  immedi- 
ate Death  for  any  Man  to  look  at  me  with  the  ieafl  De- 
fire  of  any  farther  Intimacy. 

Sir  Amo.  I  hope,  Madam,  he's  not  in  the  Houfe 

now  Mot  that  I  fhou'd  fear  an  Army  of  Brothers  in 

fuch  a  Caufe  Your  Beauty  wou'd  give  Succefs  to  my 

Endeavours,  and  egad,  Madam,  I  fence  as  well  as  any 
Man  in  Europe. 

Mir.  No,  Sir,  he's  out  of  Town,  and  won't  come 
Home  to  Night.  My  Servant  he  has  made  my  Keeper ; 
but  I  have  brib'd  her  to  my  Intereft— Now,  Sir,  give 
me  leave  to  proceed,  for  Time  is  precious,  and  my  De- 
fire  ot  Liberty  gives  my  Tongue  this  Boldnefr— — I  faw 
you  on  Sunday  at  St.  James**  Church,  when  your 
Charms,  like  fubtle  Lightning  flafht  thro*  my  Eyes,  and 
took  Poflcflfion  of  my  Heart ;  ever  fince  I  have  been 
contriving  to  make  known  my  Pillion  to  you,  and  ob- 
,  tain  a  happy  Interview  ;  which,  by  the  Force  or  my 
own  Inclination,  and  my  Servant's  Avaiice,  I  have  this 
Night  accomplifh'd— —Your  Manner  or  being  brought 

here 
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here  was  merely  Political,  that  if  you  refus'd  my  melt- 
ing Heart  its  Wi(hes,  my  Reputation  might  be  iafe,  and 
you  return'd  the  fame  Way  you  came. 

Sir  Amo.  Egad  ffie'd  make  an  excellent  City  Wife- 
one  wou'd  think  flie  had  been  brought  up  in  Spain  or 
Portugal  by  her  fecure  Manner  of  Intriguing.  ^AJide. 

Mir.  Now,  Sir,  if  you  think  me  worthy  to  be  your 
Wife  (I  raufl  (peak  it)  procure  me  my  Liberty  this 
Night ;  I  have  both  a  Licenfe  and  a  Parfon  ready  in  the 
Houfe,  and  my  Maids  will  be  WitnefTes. 

Sir  Amo.,  This  is  fomething  extraordinary.  She  may 
be  a  Bite  faith.  [AJide.~]  Why  really.  Madam,  Mar- 
riage is  a  Thing  I  have  not  much  thought  of  as  yet ;  not 
but  that  I  fliou'd  conclude  my  fe'f  infinitely  happy  in  the 
Poffeffion  of  fo  fine  a  Womar>— -  Bui  

Mir.  Come,  Sir,  perhaps  you  may  think  this  fome 
Impofition  on  you,  but  Til  quickly  remove  that  doub: — 
There,  Sir,  accept  thefe  Bills :  they  are  from  the  Bank, 
and  worth  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds,  only  an  Eai  neft  of 
the  Fortune  you  may  command.         [Gives  him  Bills. 

Sir  Amo.  Ha !  egad  they're  right.  Pray  Heav'n  this 
mayn't  prove  a  Dream  at  laft.  Faith  I  can  hardly  credit 
my  Senfes.  [AJide. 

Mir.  You  feem  furpriz'd,  Sir.    What  new  Obje&ion  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Objection,  Madam  !  none  cou'd  be  excogi- 
tated after  fo  confummate  a  Proof  or  Love  and  Merit ; 
and  if  any  Diforder  is  perceptible  in  my  Looks,  it  pro- 
ceeds from  a  pufilanimous  Apprehenfion  of  any  crofs  Ac- 
cident that  a  malevolent  Fate  fliou'd  produce,  to  exclude 
me  from  the  Heaven  of  your  Embraces. 

Mir.  Then  Sir,  be  pleas'd  to  fecure  them  Bills  in  your 
Pocket* Book.  [Tutting  the  Bills  in  his  Book. 

Sir  Amo.  This  is  a  moft  prodigious  Adventure,  and 
notwithftanding  all  my  Vanity  and  Boafting,  I  never 
knew  any  Woman  before  that  hsd  cenfe  enough  to  be 
commonly  civil  to  me :  Therefore  I'll  take  Fortune  by 
the  Hand  while  (he's  in  this  fmiling  Humour,  marry  the 
Lady  this  Minute,  and  publifh  my  !  uccefs  over  the 
whole  Town  before  to  morrow  Morning— —Her  For- 
tune I  am  fure  of,  her  Beauty  is  invincible,  and  her 
Underflanding  is  confpicuous,  in  chufing  me  for  a  TTus- 


WOM  AN  is  a  R.I  D  DIE.  6l 

— Dear  Charmer,  you  mud  indulge  the  Importu- 
nity of  a  Paflion,  which  the  Corrufcation  of  your  own 
fair  Eyes  have  created,  and  your  melifluous  Tongue  con- 
frm'd  :  You  muft  confent  to  make  me  happy  this  Night ! 
this  Hour !  this  Minute  !  My  Soul  pants  for  the  Exftatick 
Blifs. 

Mir.  This  Rapture  blows  my  Paflion  to  a  Flame; 
your  Words  are  no  lefs  charming  to  my  EarSj  than 
your  Beauty  to  my  Eyes. 

Enter  Petty. 

Betty.  O  Madam !  Madam !  my  Mafler's  come  to 
Town,  and  juft  coming  up  Stairs. 

Mir.  My  Brother !  O  Heav'n  !  v/hat  an  unlucky  Ac- 
cident's this  ?  What  will  you  do,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Lord,  Madam,  I  am  the  dulleft  Dog  ac 
contriving  in  the  World— but,  if  you  pleafe^  Madam, 
J'Jl  jump  out  at  the  Window. 

Mir.  That  were  to  endanger  your  precious  Life—-* 
Betty  ftep  into  the  Clofer,  there  is  a  Night-Gown  and 
Petticoat  of  mine,  fetch  it  out,  and  put  it  upon  him-—* 
[Exit  Betty.]  You  rauft  confent  to  this  Djfguife,  foi; 
if  my  Brother  fees  you,  you're  certainly  a  dead  Man. 
Enter  Betty  with  the  Cloaths. 

Betty.  Here,  Sir,  be  pleas'd  to  put  on  the  Petdcoar. 

[Dreffes  him; 

Sir  Amo.  Sure  I  am  the  moft  unlucky  Dog  upon  rhe 
Earth  !  I  am  damnably  afraid  my  good  Fortune  will  con- 
clude in  a  Cudgelling. 

Betty.  co,  cir,  now  the  Gown. 

Sir  Amo.  Well,  I  was  never  made  for  intriguing,  that's? 
certain.  I  have  neither  a  Head  to  contrive  an  Efcape,' 
nor  a  Heart  to  juftifie  a  Difcovery :  Nay,  what  vexes 
me  moft,  I  am  fo  curfed  a  Coward,  that  I  am  not  to  be 
kick'd  into  a  Jir:le  Courage. 

Betty.  Now,  Sir,  for  the  Headcloath*.  I  vow  you'll 
make  a  pretty  Sort  of  a  Lafs. 

Mr.  Hark]  I  hear  my  Brother  coming.  Say  an£ 
Thing  to  bring  your  felf  off. 

Enter  the  Butler  drefs9d  lih  a  Gentleman,  looted. 

But.  ifo,  Sifter,  have  you  fupp'd  ? 

Mr.  No,  Brother  \  nor  I  have  not  order'd  any  Thmgi 
F        ~  becaufc 
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becaufe  you  told  me  you  fliou'd  flay  at  Hampon-Court 
all  Wight. 

But.  So  I  had,  but  Sir  John  and  his  Brother  fent  an 
Excufe  for  their  not  coming,  lb  I  e'en  came  Home  to 
"Night.    How  now  !  who  is  this  Woman  ? 

Sir,  Amo.  Sir,  I  came  about  a  little  Bufinefs  to  my 
young  Lady, 

But.  No  Perfbn  can  have  Bufinefs  with  my  Sifter, 
who  does  not  think  fit  to  acquaint  me  with  it.  What 
are  you,  Woman  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Pray  Sir  don't  be  in  a  Pafiion.  I  am— I 
am,  you  muft  know  I  don't  know  what  the  Devil  to 
fav  to  him.  My  Fear  puts  a  Stop  to  my  wonted  Capa-' 
.  *city  of  Lying.  [Ajide, 

But.  I  ask  vou,  Woman,  what  you  are? 

Sr  Amo.  Why  Sir,  I  am  a  Midwife. 

But.  A  Midwife!  what  Bufinefs  can  my  Sifter  have 
Vith  a  Midwife  ? 

Sir  Amo.  O  Lord !  that's  true— —What  a  damnable 
Thought  was  that?  I  might  as  well  have  faid  I  was  a 
Fifh-Wife  1  (hall  certainly  be  difcover'd.  [A fide, 

But.  A  Midwife!  impoflible!  But  Zoons,  teli  mc 
what  you  are,  or 

,  Sir  Amo.  O  dear  Sir,  you'll  put  me  into  Fits*  if  yov 
'  iiorm  at  this  raw  ;  but  excrutiate  me  Sir  if  

But.  Excrutiate  the  Devil  

S;r  Amo.  Upon  the  Veracity  of  a  Gentlema— Woman 
I  am  really  and  categorically  a  Midwife. 

But.  A  Midwife !  no,  rather  one  to  prepare  Wor! 
for  a  Midwife,  a  Pimp,  a  Pander!  O  Sifter,  Sifter,  i 
this  the  Care  you  have  of  your  Honour?  Do  Womei 
ufe  to  wear  Mens  Shoes  ?  But  I'll  reward  this  Meffen 
gcr  of  Lewdnefs  ?   [Beats  him 

Sir  Amo.  O  heb !  Murder!  Murder!  Is  this  Ufag 
for  a  Gentleman— Help!  help!  the  Devil  take  the  hind 

moft.  1RT  °$ 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  This  is  a  pretty  fevere  Puniftmer 

.upon  the  Fool.    I  affure  you  lom,  you  have  perform' 

•yoiir  Part  very  well. 

But.  Your 'humble  Servant,  Madam.    I  am  glad 

was  in  my  Power  to  fcrve  you ;  but  indeed,  to  tell  y 
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he  Truth,  Madam,  I  always  go  about  Mifchief  with  a 

,00i  will  My  Father  was  a  Pettyfogger,  and  I  have 

natural  Inclination  to  it. 

Mr.  BeW.'you  muft  go  into  the  next  Room,  and 
mrfue  the  Adventure,  while  I  prepare  Clarindaior  the 

Marriage.  .      "  „  , 

Enter  Sir  Amorous  in  the  Balcony. 
Sir  Amo.  So,  I  have  at  laft  found  out  a  Balcony— • 
Ha  '  'tis  to  the  Street ;  that's  fortunate  enough— I  H  e  en 
take  a  Leap  in  the  Dark,  and  fo  happy  be  lucky  fay  h 
[Leaps  out,  and  hangs  upon  a  Hook,  by  his  VetUcoatsl 

Gadfo  !  what  now  ?  'Sdeath  I'm  taUen  d  to  a  Hook, 

and  can't  reach  the  Balcony  to  free  my  felf. 

Enter  Betty  in  the  Balcony. 
Betty.  Sure  his  Fear  has  not  carry'd  him  out  of  the 
Balcony  head- foremoft !  Ha!  by  all  that's  mifchieyoai 
our  unfortunate  Knight-Errant,  is  hung  fa/1  by  the  Pet- 
ticoat He's  fafe  enough  for  one  while.    Now  does 

my  good  Nature  incline  roe  to  improve  this  Accident  foe 
my  Lady's  Diverfion ;  I  muft  fend  Tom  to  him  once 

more.  .      1  m 

Sir  Amo.  Sure  fome  malevolent  Star  reign  d  at  my.ria- 
tiviryl  What  a  Difappointment  have  I  met  with  to 
NHn*  to  be  hun^  up  by  the  Middle  like  the  Sign  ot 

the  Fleece  If  I  lWd  be  difcover'd  in  this  unfortunate 

Situation  of  my  Affair*,  I  flioud  become  the  Scorn  ok 

jhe  Ladies,  and  the  Jelt  of  the  whole  Town. 

Enter  the  Butler,  and  a  Footman  with  a  Flamveaux, 

who  flandsjujl  under  Sir  Amorous. 
Ha!  the  Door~op$ns '--What  will  become  of  thee,  poor 
Sir  Amorous,  f 

But  [Speaking  to  fome  within.']  Befure  fecure  all  the 

Windows  HI  lock  this  Door,  and  take  the  Key  wuli 

me  Ha  !  there's  fomething  in  the  Keyhole. 

Sir  Amo.  O  this  Son  of  a  Whore  will  roafl  me  aave 
with  his  damn'd  Flambeaux. 

But.  So,  'tis  lock'd  at  laft,  light  to  the  Mitre. 

[Exeuvt. 

Sir  Amo.  To  the  Devil  I hope— Egad  I'm  ghd  they're 
gone;  I  muft  have  fqueak'd  for  my  Life  it  that  Rogue 
had  flood  there  much  longer. 

E  U  Entw 
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'Enter  Betty  in  the  Balcony. 

Betty.  I  have  fearch'd  all  the  Rooms  and  can't  find 

him  :  He  certainly  mufl  have  leaped  this  Balcony  My 

poor  Miftrefs  will  run  diflraded. 

Sir  Amo.  O  my  Dear  art 'thou  there  ?  Prithee  excogi- 
tate  fotnc  Method  to  relieve  me,  for  I  am  unfortunately 
hung  here  between  Heaven  and  Earth. 

Betty.  Biers  my  Heart!  you  frighted  me.  What, 
are  you  faflned  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Faflned  J  Yes,  yes/  I  am  faflned,  like  a 
Monkey,  by  the  Loins. 

Betty.  Here,#  Sir,  lay  hold  on  the  End  of  this  Hand- 
Jcerchief,  and  I'll  endeavour  to  pull  you  up,  till  you  can 
catch  hold  of  the  Banniflers.  [She  pulls  him  up. 

Sir  Amo.  Hoa  up!  fo,  I  have  got  Footing  again, 

tho  I  cannot  fay  upon  fafe  Ground. 

Befty.  My  Miflrefs  will  be  overjoy'd  to  fee  you  Sir  -J* 

and  now  there  is  no  Fear  of  her  Brother  He'll  be  en- 

gag'd  for  two  or  three  Hours  at  leaft,  and  by  that  Time 
vou  may  be  marry 'd,  and  out  of  the  Reacn  of  his  Re- 
fen  t  men  c. 

Sir  Amo.  Dear  Child,  I  am  eternally  obliged  to  thee, 
and  I  hope  this  Intrigue  will  end  more  fortunately  than 
1C  be§un-  [Exeunt. 
The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  a  Chamber. 

Enter  Miranda,  Sir  Amorous  in  Women's  Cloaths, 
follow'd  by  Betty. 

Mr.  ftS&tfllttltttftt^  AR  Sir  Amorous,  'tis  impoflible  I 
for  Invagination  to  conceive  the] 
Concern  I  have  been  under  for 
your  unfortunate  Difcovery,  which 
might  have  depnVd  me  of  the 
mofl  valuable  BlcfGng  of  my  Life. 
Sir  Amo.  But  now,  Madam,, 
that  obnoxious  opakc  Cloud  is  diflipated,  and  Fortune 
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nee  more  has  plac'd  us  under  the  Sun-fliine  of  Cbportu- 
icy,  wre  ought  to  make  the  moil  judicious  Advantage 
f  it  we  can. 

Bet.  I  think,  Madam,  the  Gentleman  intimates  very 
nfely,  I  have  got  a  Licenfe  in  my  Pocket,  and  a  Par- 
Da  in  the  Pantry:  What  hinders  now  but  that  you 
repare  for  a  fhort  Grace,  and  fall  too  while  your  Sto- 
lachs  are  in  good  Humour  :  When  the  Buiinefs  is  once 
ver,  you  may  bid  Defiance  to  all  Brothers. 

Mir.  I  have  no  other  Way  to  make  Reparation  for 

•  Our  Sufferings  to  Night :  Betty,  you  may  bring  Sir  A- 
norous  his  Cloaths.    [Exit  Betty."]    How  I  blufh  to 

5  hink  my  Neceflity  fliou'd  oblige  me  to  conceal  fo  fine  a 
a  jentleman  under  fo  mean  a  Difguife— — 
\  Sir  Amo.  Oh  Madam  !  Love  has  occafion'd  a  Thoufand 
I  jch  Metamorphods ;  Achilles  obfeur'd  his  Valour  under 
Petticoat,  for  the  Love  of  a  fair  Miflrefs.  The  Migh- 
■  y  Hercules  once  put  on  an  Apron,  and  for  Love  was 

•  yhipt  at  a  Spinning -Wheel  ■  Jupiter  himfelf  has  (lib- 
!  nitted  to  Difguifes  for  to  carry  on  his  Amours. 

Enter  Betty  with  Sir  Amorous'j  Cloaths. 

Bet.  Come,  Sir,  ftrip,  firip  and  put  on  your  own 

Zloaths.  I  have  given  the  Doflor  Notice,  his  Pipe  and 
»is  Bottle  are  jufl  out,  and  he'll  be  ready  for  you  in  an 
uftant.  [He  pulls  off  the  Women  s  Cloaths,  and  juft 
as  he's  in  his  Shirt,  the  Butler  breaks  o~ 
pen  the  Voor  and  enters. 

Sir  Amo.  Dear  Miftrefs  Betty,  I  will  make  you  a  grate- 
ul  Acknowledgment  for  your  Trouble— —-Ha  !  What 
he  Devil  s  here  ? 

But.  O  vile  Wretch  !  Have  you  got  your  Paramour 
tfirh  you  again  ?  Ha  !  and  naked  too !  O  thou  vile  Pro- 
litute   But  thus  PJ1  revenge  my  injur'd  Honour, 

Mr.  holding  him.  Oh,  pray  Sir,  recal  this  dreadful 
Refolution,  and  hear  me  cpeak. 

Sir  Am.  hoiking  about.l  No  Loophole  to  efcaoe  at— egad 
[11  try  if  I  can  climb  a  Chimney.    [  Runs  up  the  Chimney. 

But.  Ha  I  Are  you  Co  nimble  ?  I  may  chance  to  fetch 
jrou  down  befoieyou  get  to  your  Journey's  End,  as 
Expeditious  as  you  are  ■  Here,  Peter,  bring  me  my 
great  Gun— -I'll  fend  a  leaden  Argument  ot  two  after 
F  $  you 
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you  to  perfwade  you  to  return  :  Why  }>eter,  I  fay,  brin 
me  my  great  Gun.  [Looking  up  the  Chimney 

Sir  Amo.  in  the  Chimney. ~]  Oh  !  for  Heav  ns  fake  cour 
termand  the' Man  with  the  great  Gun,  and  I'll  fui-rend  c 
at  Difcretion. 

But.  Quickly  come  down  then,  or  I  fire  after  you  j 
once.  [#;//  peep. 

Sir  Amo.  Oh,  hold  your  Hand,  and  I'm  with  you  i 
an  Inftant.    Odfo  !  I  have  almoft  broke  my  Legs. 

[Tumbles  down  the  Chimney  all  blac) 

But.  Now,  Sir,  what  can  you  fay  to  juftifis  or  excul 
your  villainous  Defign  upon  the  Honour  of  my  Family. 

Sir  Amo.  Really,  Sir,  I  am  at  prefent  under  inch 
Confufion,  that  I  know  not  well  how  to  exhibit  a  pre 
per  Anfwer  to  your  Accufation  ;  but  when  you  kno^ 
my  Name  and  Quality,  I  doubt  not  but  you'll  thin 
more  favourable  of  my  Defigns. 

But.  Pray,  Sir,  make  me  acquainted  with  'em  botr 
and  quickly  too,  or  

Sir  Amo.  My  Name  i$  Amorous  Vainwit,  Knight, 
have  a  good  Eflate  in  the  County  of  Surrey,  whicl 
with  the  Affefiion  I  bear  your  Sifter,  may  render  m 

worthy  your  Favour  And  I  allure  you,  Sir,  my  Ii 

tentions  are  honourable. 

But.  That  will  admit  of  a  Doubt ;  but  if  you  are  he 
iiourable,  you  may  ftand  any  Trial :  You  muft  excul 
me,  if,  after  what  I  have  feen,  I  can't  credit  your  Nai 
ration,  but  muft  defer  your  Examination  'till  to  Moi 
row  Morning  In  the  mean  Time,  you  muft  be  cor 
tented  to  remain  a  Prifoner  in  this  Room— —Madam, 

command  you  to  your  Chamber  Thefe  Cloaths  I  mu 

fecure  'till  Morning— Betty,  put  out  all  the  Lights  i 
the  Houfe>  and  go  immediately  to  Bed,  the  Key  of  th 
Room  I  (hall  fecure  in  my  Pocket— 

[Exeunt  with  the  Lights  all  but  Sir  Ann 

Sir  Amo.  Oh  !  Misfortunt  unparalell'd— — Why,  th 
is  infinitely  worfe  than  being  hung  by  the  Loins  at 
Balcony :  Rivet  me  to  the  Centre,  if  ever  I  was  fo  en 
barrafs'd  (ince  my  firft  Entrance  into  humane  Nature ; 
muft  certainly  be  in  a  curfed  Condition ;  well,  'tis 
Happinefc  I  am  left  to  confole  my  Misfortune  in  tl 
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Dark,  for  a  Candle  and  a  Looking-Glafs  in  the  Room, 
would  be  prefent  Death. 

Enter  Betty  with  an  old  red  Waftcoat,  and  Sir 
Amorous  s  Wig,  leading  in  Clarinda. 
Hark  !  I  hear  the  Dooi>  unlock,  fome  Comfort,  Fortune; 
I  befeech  thee. 

Bet.  Sir  Amorous  !  Sir  Amorous  ! 
Sir  Amo.  Ay,  here  I  am,  almoft  ftarv'd  to  Death  with 
Cold. 

Bet.  I  confider'd  your  Condition,  and  have  brought 
you  an  old  Waftcoat  that  belongs  to  one  of  the  Foot- 
men, and  your  Wig,  which  my  Matter  dropt  upon  the 
Stairs.  \^She  puts  them  on. 

Sir  Amo.  This  is  an  Obligation  I  can  never  return ; 
but  how  got  you  in  ? 

Bet.  Why,  the  Key  of  my  Chamber-Door  fitted  this 
Lock;  here  is  my  Lady  with  me  Speak  to  him, 
Madam.  [dfih  to  Clarinda. 

Clar.  You  may  fee,  Sir,  what  Difficulties  true  Love 

dare  encounter  with  We  ll  yet  be  happy  in  Spight  of 

Fortune  and  my  Brother ;  the  Parfon  is  (till  below 
Stairs,  and  may  do  his  Office;  you  muft  difpenfe  with 
its  being  performed  in  the  Dark,  fince  you  are  acquaint- 
ed with  the  Neceflity. 

Sir  Amo.  Oh,  Madam,  there  needs  no  Light  where 
you  are,  the  radiant  Luftre  of  your  Eyes  would  eclipfe 
the  Sun. 

Bet.  Come,  come  Sir,  and  Madam,  defer  thefe  fine 
Speeches  till  a  better  Opportunity  and  go  and  talk 
with  the  Parfon.  So  now  for  the  Colonel.  [Unlocks 
the  Clofet  Door>  pufoes  "em  both  in.]  I  muft  remove  him 
a  little  farther  off  for  the  Prefent,  I  think  I  had  as  good 
beftow  him  in  his  own  Lodging  till  this  Wedding  is  o- 
ver— Sir,  Sir  \J£nter  Colonel^  give  me  you/Hand, 
amd  follow  me. 

Col.  This  is  a  pretty  Scene  of  Enchantment,  where 
the  Devil  can  this  all  End——         [She  leads  him  out. 

SCENE  Changes  to  Col.  Manly'*  Lodgings. 

Enter  thorough  the  private  Door  Betty  leading  the  Colonel. 
Bet.  Stay  here  Sir,  till  I  come  to  you  [Exit-tip  fame  way 
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Col  This  is  theoddeft  Adventure  l  ever  met  with,  I 
fuppofe  by  and  by  I  fhall  feel  the  Point  of  fome  jealous 
Cuckold's  Sword  at  my  Throat. 

Enter  Afpin  drunk. 

Afp.  This  Citron- Water  is  admirable  Stuff;  I  have 
flept  the  Fire  and  Candle  out ;  and  I  prefume  my  Mafter 
will  hardly  come  hpme  to  Night,  therefore  111  e'en 
grope  my  Way  to  his  Bedchamber,  and  take  a  Nap  'till 
Morning. 

Col.  I  think  I  hear  fome  Body  ;  I  hope  'tis  my  little 
EmifTary  to  conduct  me  back  to  the  Lady. 

Afp.  As  a  Proof  of  my  Courage,  I  can  venture  in- 
to this  Room  that's  haunted,  and  without  a  Light  too; 
tor  fince  I  have  arm'd  my  felf  with  Richard  Baxters 
Dram  of  Comfort  to  a  faint-hearted  Sinner,  I  can  bully 
the  Devil. 

Col.  Oh,  'tis  fhe— are  you  come,  my  Dear,  I  have 
waited  with  no  fmall  Impatience 

Afp.  Oh,  Lord,  there's  a  Voice  and  all  my  Rfcfo- 

lution  is  vanifh'd  at  once:  Ii  I  had  but  Courage  now, 
wou'd  I  fpeak  to  this  cpirit,  perhaps  here  is  fome  Mo- 
ney hid,  and  it  can't  reft  'till  it  be  difcover'd. 

Col.  Where  are  you,  my  Dear— [_Feels  about ,  lays 

hold  on  Afpin,  then  fiarts  back,  and  draws  his  Sword. 
Damme,  what's  here,  a  Man  ? 

Afp.  Oh  I  how  ray  Heart  akes,  this  is  certainly  a 
Thief,  I'll  e'en  put  my  Conduct  upon  tryaJ3  for  I  dare 
not  truft  to  my  Courage. 

CoU  What  are  you?  Speak  this  Minute,  or  my  Sword's 
in  your  Guts;  ■  Inform  me  what  Houfe  this  is,  and 
who's  the  Mafter  of  it;  but  fpeak  foftly,  leaft  we  are 
over-heird» 

Afp.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  certainly  a  Thief;  my  Courage  does 
really  fail  me,  and  I  muft  frighten  him  by  Stratagem— 
the  Mafter  of  this  Houfe  is  the  Devil,  he  keeps  Company 
with  the  Lady  Fairy,  and  I  am  their  chief  Butler. 

CoU  What  a-pox,  have  they  thruft  me  into  a  dark 
Room  with  a  Madman?— I'll  humour  him. a  little— 
Prithee  what's  thy  Mafter  s  Name  ? 

Jlfp.  He  is  vulgarly  diftinguifli'd  by  ths  Title  of  Co- 
l*Ti%\  Manly* 
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Col.  The  Devil  he  is  Afpin. 

Afp.  That's  my  Name  Mafler  is  it  you  ?  Why  how 

came  you  here  ? 

Col.  Nay.  if  you  go  to  that,  What  Art  Magick 
brought  you  here  ?  Did  you  follow  my  Chair ,  and  flip  in- 
to this  Apartment  to  hide  your  felf  ? 

Afp.  Follow  your  Chair !  My  poor  Mafter  has  been 
Drinking  I  perceive :  Pray  Sir,  which  way  did  you  re- 
turn here  fince  you  went  out  ? 

Col.  Why,  you  are  drunk  you  Rafcal ! 

Afp.  Poor  Man,  he's  prodigioufiy  overtaken  but 

pray,  Sir,  which  way  did  you  come  in  ?  I'm  fure  I  had 
the  Key  of  the  Room  in  my  Pocket. 

Co!.  Room  !  Why  what  Room  is  this  ? 

Afp.  Even  your  own  Sir,  or  the  Devils. 
^jCol.  What  do  you  mean,  we  are  a  great  Way  from 
Home. 

Afp.  Why  then  the  Devil  has  carried  the  Room 
through  the  Air  by  Enchantment. 

CoL  You  have  a  mind  to  make  me  loofe  my  Senfes — . 

Afp.  Ay,  poor  Gentleman,  t'other  Bottle  had  done 
the  Bufinefs  

Col.  [feeling  about")  Ha !  This  is  certainly  the  Door 
of  my  Room—Which  way  fhou'd  I  come  hither— — - 

Certainly  we  are  under  the  Power  of  Enchantment  

You  Rafcal,  Til  teach  you  to  be  drunk  when  I  am  out 
of  the  Way  Why  have  not  you  a  Light. 

Afp.  Why,  really  Sir,  I  took  a  Nap  by  the  Fire-fide, 

fo  at  laft  I  wak'd,    ir  And  I  faw  I  was  in  the  Dark, 

Sir-  But  the  People  of  the  Houfe  are  up,  Sir— —If 

you  pleafe  I'll  go  and  fetch  a  Candle  

Col.  No  Matter,  flay  here— I'll  fetch  one  my  felf— 

[Exit  and  locks  the  Door. 

Afp.  O  dear!  What,  has  he  lockt  the  Door  Gad 

my  Heart  ak.es  Either  my  Mafler  is  plaguy  Drunk, 

and  does  no:  know  what  he  feys,  or  elfe  the  Devil  has 
been  very  bufie. 

Enter  Betty  at  the  fecret  Door,  leading  in  Sir  Amorous. 

Bet.  Stay  here  till  my  Lady  has  put  on  her  Night- 
cloaths,  and  then  (he'll  come  and  conduct  you  to  her 
Bed-Chamber  but  be  fure  make  no  Noife. 

Sir. 
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Sir  Amo.  No,  no;  Til  be  as  flill  as  a  Lover  hid  in  a 
Lady's  Clofet,  when  the  leaft  Noife  wou'd  alarm  the 
Husband,  and  make  his  Horns  vihble. 

Bet.  Now  for  the  Colonel—     [Feeling  about  lays 

hold  of  Afpin. 

What  are  you  afleep,  Sir  ?  you  are  a  dull  Lover  in- 
deed——Come  Colonel,  my  Lady  has  got  rid  of  all  her 
Company  at  laft. 

Afp.  Ha !  a  Woman's  Hand,  and  a  moifl  one,  that's 
no  ill  Sign— my  Mafter  has  fome  damn'd  Intrigue  on 
Foot,  which  he  durfl  not  truft  me  with,  (he  takes  me 
for  my  Mafter :  I'll  e'en  fupply  his  Place,  and  that  way 
let  my  felf  into  the  Secret   [Aftde. 

Bet.  Come  away,  Sir;  but  don't  (peak  a  Word  for 
your  Life. 

Afp.  Mo,  no ;  I'll  be  filent  as  a  Lawyer  before  he  re- 
ceives his  Fee. 

Sir  Amo.  Well  it  is  a  fufficient  Confolation  to  roe,  for 
[Exeunt  Afp.  and  Betty  through  the  private  Place. 
this  Night's  Sufferings,  to  think  I  have  concluded  'em  fo 
fortunately,  in  the  Marriage  of  fo  rich  and  beautiful  a 
Woman-  {Col.  Manly  unlocks  the  Chamber- 

Door,  enters  with  a  Candle ,  Sir  Amo.  feeing 
him>  flands  amazed  in  a  Corner. 

Col.  Come  ye  drunken  Sot,  take  the  Candle  and  light 
me  to  Bed ;  and  if*  ever  you  are  guilty-  ■  hu  -what 
gone — fure  'tis  impoflible,  [Looks  about,  fees  Sir  Amo. 
Ha  !  What  the  Devil  are  you  I 

Sir  Amo.  Ha  J  Col.  Manly >  as  I  hope  for  Immortality 
I  thought  I  had  been — Why,  where  the  Devil  am  I — 

Col.  In  my  Lodging,  Sir,  at  prefenr— — but  how  you 
came  here,  I  fhou'd  be  very  glad  to  know 

Sir  Amp.  Came  here !  egad,  I  never  was  fo  con- 
founded in  my  Life— —Why  I  came  in  at  the  Door,  I 
think. 

Col.  That's  impoflible  ;  for  I  have  had  the  Key  in  my 

Pocket  how  my  Man  got  out,  or  you  came  in,  I 

can't  imagine— But  what  the  Devil  do  you  do  in  this 
Difguife,  have  you  been  Mafquerading. 

Sir.  Amo.  No,  I  have  been  Intriguing  

Col  | 
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Col.  What  like  a  Cat  a  top  of  the  Houfe,  and  fo  tum- 
|  bled  down  the  Chimney  into  my  Lodging. 

Sir  Amo.  Why  'faith,  Colonel,  that's  what  you  may 
reafonably  fuppofe  by  my  Drefs 

Enter  Courtwell. 

Court.  Dear  Colonel,  I  am  glad  you  are  come  Home; 
wjfh  me  Joy,  Joy,  Joy,  Man ! 

Col.  You  have  always  a  great  deal  in  your  Looks; 
'fakh,  Charles,  'tis  impoflible  ever  to  read  a  Difappoint- 
ment  in  thy  Face ;  What !  are  you  married  ? 

Court.  Mot  direftiy  turn'd  off,  but  as  near  it  as  a  Man 
is  being  hang  d  when  the  Sheriff  cries,  Drive  away  Car- 
man ;  I  am  juft  going  to  leap  into  the  conjugal  Gulph. 

Col.  The  Widow  has  consented  at  laft,  Sir. 

Court.  C  onfented  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  No  'faith  fhe  has  not, 
nor  knows  nothing  of  the  Matter;  (he's  in  Bed,  and  a- 
fleep  too  for  ought  that  I  know,  and  not  Co  much  as 
Dreams  of  a  Husband.  In  fhort,  Colonel,  finding  there 
was  no  hope  of  Succefs  by  a  regular  Siege  ;  I  have  brib'd 
the  Governour,  who  has  promis'd  to  open  the  Gates, 
and  let  me  in  at  Midnight. 

Col.  This  is  all  mylierious,  I  can't  poflibly  conceive 
whit  you  mean  by  it. 

Court.  Mean,  why  I  mean  to  get  fuch  a  Generation 
of  Boys  and  Girls,  as  (hall  put  the  weekly  Bills  out  of 
Countenance,  as  Sir  Sampfon  fays :  I  have  laid  fuch  a 
Defign,  that  it  were  the  Height  of  Folly  to  fear  a  Dif- 
appointment— Here's  the  magical  Circle,  and  here's  my 
Indentures  for  Life  "[Shews  a  Ring  and  a  Licenfe.^ 
In  fliort,  before  the  Conclufion  of  this  Night,  I'll  mar- 
ry her  in  Spight  of  her  Teeth,  and  go  to  Bed  to  her— 
with  all  her  Heart, 

Col.  'Faith  Charles,  thou'rt  the  moft  fanguine  Fellow; 
in  thy  hopes  I  ever  knew. 

Court.  Come,  Colonel,  you  mufl  go  along  with  me," 
and  affifi  me  in  my  Defign ;  how  now  !  what  the  De- 
vil have  you  got  here !  a  Baboon  in  a  full- bottom  Wig  ? 

Col.  Don't  you  know  him  !  'tis  Sir  Amorous  Vainwit. 

Court.  Sir  Amorous !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  how  the  Devil 
same  you  in  this  Pickle  ?  What,  forc'd  to  run  up  a 

Chimney 
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Chimney  to  fave  your  own  Bones,  and  a  Lady's  Repu- 
tation. 

Col.  Sir  Amorous  and  I  have  met  with  fome  odd  Ad- 
ventures to  Night  ;  we  have  found  our  felves  in  this 
Room  together,  and  neicher  of  us  can  tell  how  we  got 
here. 

Court.  No  !  Prithee  Sir  Amorous,  how  came  all  this 
about? 

Sir  Am.  Why  Til  tell  you  Mr.  Courtwell  as  much  of 
the  Matter  as  I  really  can  ;  I  was  taken  out  of  the  Piazza 
in  Covent-Garden-,  put  in  a  Hackney-Chair,  and  carry'd 
'faith  I  can't  tell  where  but  to  a"  Rich  Wi- 
dows Houfe  who  is  paflionately  in  Love  with  me,  and 
to  whom  I  was  married  within  this  Quarter  of  an  Hour, 
and  afterwards  conducted  into  her  Bed  chamber  by  the 
Maid,  as  the  Girl  told  me :  But  the  Colonel  coming  in 
with  a  Candle,  I  found  (to  my  great  Surprize  as  well 
as  his)  I  was  in  his  Lodging. 

Col.  This  Adventure  is  in  every  Circumflance  like 
mine,  but  the  matrimonial  Part;  I  was  taken  out  of  the 
Piazza  to  Night,  put  into  a  Chair,  carried  a  confiderable 
Way,  and  at  hit  fet  down  in  a  ftrange  Houfe;  where  I 
had  not  been  long,  before  a  beautiful  young  Lady  came 
to  me,  with  whom  I  had  not  difcours'd  five  Minutes, 
but  we  were  alarm'd  by  the  unexpected  approach  of  her 
Brother ;  upon  which  the  Lights  were  put  out,  and  I 
was  conducted  in  the  Dark  by  the  Maid  into  another 
Room,  where  I  prefently  was  furpriz'd  by  the  Voice  of 
nay  Man  Affin^  who  told  me  I  was  in  my  own  Lodging, 
but  which  Way  I  came  here,  I  am  confounded  to  think ; 
my  Man  being  Drunk,  I  went  down  to  the  Maid  of 
the  Houfe  for  a  Light ;  lock'd  Affin  in  the  Room  ;  but 
when  I  return'd  with  a  Candle,  my  Man  was  vanifli'd, 
and  Sir  Amorous  left  in  his  Place. 

Court.  Egad  I'll  lay  my  Life  thefe  are  fome  of  my 
Sifter's  Trick*— for  all  this  mutt  certainly  be  done  by 
the  Help  of  fome  private  Door,  and  now  I  call  it  to 
mind,  my  Brother  *Tom  (who  is  now  at  Sea)  told  me 
formerly  of  one  which  he  had  made  through  his  own 
Chamber  for  the  Conveniency  of  vifiting  a  Gentleman's 
Wife  who  then  liv'd  in  your  Houfe. 
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Col.  It  muft  be  fo,  then—— but  I  can  fee  no  Appear- 
,nce  of  one  in  the  Wainfcot. 

Court.  Perhaps  ic  may  be  vifible  on  the  other  Side  on- 
y:  Ftay  here  but  two  Minutes,  Til  go  into  my  Sifter's 
Dretfing-Room,  which  joins  to  this,  and  try  if  I  can 
■nake  any  Difcovery. 

Sir.  Amo.  If  he  finds  a  Trap  Door  there,  I  may  be 
in  Hopes  to  come  to  a  (peedy  Knowledge  of  my  Wife. 

Col.  But  Sir  Amorous ,  was  you  really  marry 'd  to 
Nis;ht  ? 

Sir  Amo.  Or  elfe  may  the  Brilliant  ©f  my  Counte* 
nance  for  ever  labour  under  this  fatal  Eclipfe.  - 

Col.  But  how  came  you  in  this  damn'd  dirty  Condi-? 
tion  ? 

Sir  Amo.  The  Narration  wou'd  be  too  prolix  for  the 
fmall  Duration  of  this  Opportunity  ;  but  when  my  Eyes 
once  more  blefs'd  with  the  benign  Profpeft  of  my* 
fair  Bride,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  Adventure. 

Enter  Courtwell  thro9  the  private  Door. 
Court.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Riddle  is  expounded  Golonel ; 
n  v  you  know  which  way  your  invifible  Miftrefs 
went— —Come,  come,  make  no  Words,  but  let  us  go 
and  furprize  'em  their  own  Way— and  then  to  the 
Widow,  who  now,  Colonel,  I  dare  tell  you,  lodge* 
in  the  very  Houfe  with  my  Sifter. 

[Exeunt  thro9  the  private  Door^ 

SCENE  changes  to  Miranda'*  Chamber* 

Enter  Miranda  with  a  Candle. 

Mir.  So!  Mow  this  Marriage  is  over,  I  may  hav2t 

Leifure  to  talk  to  the  Colonel  Poor  Sir  Amorous  J  f  ■' 

can't  help  laughing,  to  think  how  his  Vanity  will  be 
mortify'd,  when  he  finds  who  'tis  he  has  marry'd-— * 
Well,  *ti$  a  Punifliment  due  to  his  impudent  Boaftin^ 
How,  now>  Betty  1  whom  have  you  brought  here  J  J 
Enter  Betty  leading  in  Afj>in. 

Bet.  Blefs  me,  Madam  !  I'm  furpriz'd  at  the  Blunt/*/^ 
I  have  made ! — I  fwear — I  took  him  in  the  Dark,  t,^ 
Ae  Colonel!  r 

Aft*  And  why  not,  Mr*, Comhbrujh  Egad 
g 
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a  clever  Sort  of  a  Woman— Ay,  Matter,  Matter,  IVt 
found  you  out  faith— Egad,  I'll  e'en  fay  fomethir^ 

that's  pretty  to  her  my  felf  Madam,  Madam. 

Mir.  How  came  you  to  bring  this  drunken  Fellow 
here? 

Aff>.  By  mere  Accident,  I  believe,  Madam— -Bui 
however,  Madam,  I  hope  in  the  whole  you'll  have  nc 
Reafon  to  repent  the  Mifiake,  for  you  know,  Madam, 
there's  an  old  Proverb,  which  fays,  Joan  is  as  good  ai 
my  Lady  in  the  Dark>  according  to  that,  why  mayn't 
Roger  be  as  good  as  h  s  Mailer  ? 

Mir.  The  Fellow  is  going  to  make  Love  to  mc,  as  I 
live ! 

AJp.  Why,  Madam,  there  is  no  Difference  betwixt  a 
Colonel  and  a  Foor  Soldier;  and  I  have  known  a  com- 
Bion  Man  do  as  good  Service  at  a  Breach  as  an  Officer. 
Enter  Courtwell,  Colonel  Manly,  and  Sir 
Amorous,  out  of  the  Clofet. 
Mir.  Ha!  blefs  me,  which  way  came  you  all  in  my 
Clofet? 

Court*  Oh !  Don't  be  frighted  Sifter,  we  got  there 
by  the  Help  of  a  private  Door,  through  which  a  certain 
young  Lady  has  made  many  Excurfions  to  play  at  Rid- 
dle-me- Riddle— But  here  are  two  Gentlemen,  the  one 
comes  to  make  Enquiry  after  a  Wife  which  he  has  got 
here,  and  the  other  after  a  Heart  he  has  lately  loft ;  I 
(lippofe  you  can  give  him  Tidings  of  that. 

Col.  Were  you  the  little  Fairy,  the  lovely  Shadow 
which  haunted  me  I  am  a  Riddle,  expound  me  and 
take  me,  that  was  your  Promife,  Madam,  and  here  I 
stand  to  claim  it. 

Court.  Gome  Sifter,  I  read  a  kind  of  Compliance  in 
^Qur  Looks,  but  I'll  fave  your  Bluflies,  by  giving  yoi| 

ft  him  by  the  Authority  of  a  Brother  There,  Colo- 

fiet*  take  her,  you  are  equally  Mad,  and  fit  for  one  an* 

J"*r  Amo.  Now  the  Myftery  is  open,  and  from  my 
fjv/*t\\  you  may  both  hear  your  Difappointment — Know 
/Jfon%  Sir,  you  have  no  Power  to  beftow  fo  rich  a  Gift, 
#<#-you,  Sir,  to  accept  it,  I  being  already  married  to] 
A^Udy ;  now,  Colonel,  nocwithftanding  my  Vanity,  | 

and! 
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and  your  prodigious  Merit,  you  are  convinc'd  the  Lady 
has  had  a  quite  different  Opinion  of  us  \  for  it  is  my 
good  Fortune,  in  Confideration  to  my  fuperiour  Merit, 
to  poifefs  the  Subftance,  while  yoo,  for  your  Vanity, 
like  a  dilappointed  Ixion,  have  only  embraced  a  Shadow, 
and  for  your  Ambition,  are  doomed  to  the  perpetual 
Wheel  of  Derifion. 

Coh  What  does  your  Ignorance  mean? 

Sir  Amo.  What  does  your  WiGlom  think  I  mean  ? 

Court.  How  Sir,  married  to  my  Sifter? 

Amo.  It  is  my  good  Fortune  1  appeal  to  the  La- 
dy for  ^Confirmation. 

Atis.  Why  real  y  '  ir  Amorous,  you  have  been  a  con- 
fiderable  while  in  the  Dark,  and  'tis  high  Time  now  to 

open  your  Eye  Snow  then,  Gentlemen,  that  Sir  A- 

morous  is  not— married  to  me. 

S<r  Amo>  Blefs  me,  Madam  !  what  do  you  mean  !  not 
irarrv'd  ! 

Mir.  Marry  'J  you  are,  but  not  to  me,  upon  my 

Word: 

Sit  Amo.  Why,  Madam,  pray  recollefl,  was  not  I 
marryM  ro  you  within  this  Quarter  of  an  Hour  ? 

Mir.  No,  Sir  -\_Enter  Clarinda.]    But  here  is  a 

Lidy  who  was  marry  J  to  you  within  this  Quarter  of  an 

Hour  Look  on  her  !-  Lord,  £ir,  you  are  as  Shy,  as 

if  fhe  were  an  old  Acquaintance. 

Sir  Amo.  How,  Clarinda!  the  Devi],  marry d  to 
her!  then  lam  the  molt  miferabie  Dog  the  Sun  ever 
fhone  upon. 

Court,  Prithee  Sifter  folve  this  Riddle: 

Sir  Amo.  Ay,  dear  Madam,  do  me  the  Favour  to  let 
me  know  how  all  this  came  about  ? 

M^.  Why  then  Sir,  thus  it  was  :  Clarinda  was 

drinking  a  Difh  of  Tea  with  me  this  Afternoon,  when 
my  Brother  came  In,  who  was  recommending  you  to 
pe  tor  an  humble  Servant,  but  fhe  being  too  weil  ac- 
quired with  your  Inconflancy,  in  Charity  to  me,  and 
hoping  fome  Redrefs  of  her  Wrongs,  informed  me  of 
gpur  Vreachery  to  her;  upon  which,  in  Jufiice  to  my 
Sex,  and  to  free  n.y  felf  from  the  Addrelfes  of  a  Perfon 
I  had  no  great  Opinion  of  from  the  Report  of  my  Ac- 
G  i  cjuaintance^ 
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quaintance,  (for  I  never  faw  you  before;  in  my  Life. 
Iwasinduc'd  to  fend  you  that  Amorous  Epiftle,  whic 
fofoon  brought  you  to  my  Houfe,  and  the  better  to  in 
cline  you  to  an  immediate  Marriage,  I  gave  into  you 
Hands  flxteen  Thoufand  Pounds  in  Bank  Bilk,  whicl 
you  know  I  oblig'd  you  to  put  in  your  Pocket-Book 
the  Recovery  of  which,  I  had  contrived  in  the  Story  o 
my  Jealous  Brother,  who  you  may  remember  interrupter 
our  Amorous  Difcourfe,  and  occafion'd  you  to  leave  you 
Coat,  with  your  Pocket-Book  in  it,  to  make  your  E£ 
cape  in  a  Suit  of  myCloaths,  and  alecond  Time  to  retir 
with  Precipitation  up  the  Chimney,  which  prepared  th< 
reafonable  Excufe  for  your  being  marry'd  in  the  Dark  t«c 
this  Lady  inftead  of  me;  fo  you  are  both  beholden  to  nr 

Invention  :  She  for  Juftice3  and  you  for  a  Wife. 

Coh  Pray  Sir  Amorous  who  do  you  think  refemble 
Ixion  now  ? 

Sir  Am.  Vll  renounce  Womankind,  and  proclaim  Wai 
upon  the  whole  Sex !  —  And  is  your  Fortune  in  th§ 
ladies,  my  Dear  ? 

Clar.  Td  have  you  go  fee,  my  Dear. 

Sir  Am.  And  fuppofe  I  fhou'd,  my  Dear? 

Clar.  Then  perhaps  when  you  return,  your  Head  rcaj 
be  better  furnifh'd.— - 

Sir  Am.  With  Branches  of  your  own  planting,  ] 
don't  doubt  my  Dear. 

Clar.  As  foon  as  with  more  Wit,  I  dare  fay,  my  Dear 
[Enter,  Neceffary]  Whiffets  Courtwel). 

Court.  I  come,  — Genilemen  and  Ladies,  now  I  flial 
want  your  Affiftance,  i'd  have  you  follow  me  as  foor, 
as  poflible,  th«  Mufick  is  all  ready.  

Coh  vSir  Amorous ,  you  muft  aflift  in  the  Defign  : 

Sir  Am.  O  pardon  me  !  what  in  this  Drefo  ! 

Col.  O  there  will  be  more  Mafqueraders;  befiJes 
you  had  better  your  felf  make  a  Jeft  of  what  has  hap 
pen'd,  and  that  way  difappoint  the  ill-natur'd  Town  o 
doing  it  for  you.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  changes  to  Lady  Outfide's  Apartment. 

Enter  Coh  Manly,  5/V  Amorous,  Clarinda,  Miranda 
Betty,  Singers  and  VancerJ. 
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Mr.  Play,  play,  piay  briskly  Gentlemen,  — — ■ 
this  is  her  Bed-dumber;  I'm  refolv'd  we'll  have  En- 
trance.—— —  [Knocking, 
Enter  NeceflTary. 

Nee.  Blefsme,  Madam!  what's  the  Matter  ? 

Mr.  We  are  come  to  wifh  your  Lady  Joy,  and 
throw  the  Stocking. 

Nec.  Joy,  Madam,  of  what!  why  my  Lady's  juft 
gone  to  Bed. 

Mir.  I'm  forry  for  that,  I  came  on  Purpofe  to  un- 
drefs  her. 

Col.  But,  Madam,  tho*  you  are  come  too  late  to  per- 
form that  Ceremony,— —we'll  go  in  and  throw  the 

Stocking. 

Mr.  Ay,  In,  In,  In,  [Forcing  in, 

Nec.  Lord!  Madam!  what  d'ye  mean?  You  would 
not  have  the  Gentlemen  go  into  my  Lady's  Chamber 
now  fhe's  in  Bed  ?  [Exit  and  Jbuts  the  Door. 

Mir.  Come,  come,  play  again,  Gentlemen,  [Here 
the  Mufick  pi  ays  j  and  a  Song."]  [Knocking.^  we  come 
to  wifh  you  Joy,  Madam,  and  are  refolv'd  to  fee  you 
to  Night  in  the  Arms  of  your  Bridegroom,  therefore 
you  had  as  good  open  the  Door,  and  let  us  come  in. 
Enter  Lady  OuxGd^as  ju$  rifenfrom  Bedy  and  Meceflary. 

L>  Out.  Dear  Miranda  !  what  do  you  mean  by  this 
unfe^bnable  Frolick  ?  Your  merry  Temper,  I  vow, 
carries  you  beyond  the  Rules  of  good  Manners. 

Mir.  See  what 'tis  to  have  a  Husband!  what  early 
Hours  it  makes  a  Woman  keep,  a  Bed  before  Eleven. 

L  Out.  A  Husband,  nay  row  you're  Rude!  What: 
d'ye  mean  ? 

Mir.  Did  you  think  to  fleal  a  Wedding  ?  Come,  come^ 
we're  all  come  to  wifh  you  Joy,  to  have  one  Dance 
with  you,  and  then  throw  the  Stocking— Gentlemen, 
this  is  ray  Sifter. 

Omn.  We  wifh  you  Joy,  Madam! 

L.  Out,  Miranda,  this  is  carrying  the  Jeft  too  far,  to 
cxpofe  me  thus  before  Strangers. 

Mir.  You  know  every  Body  but  this  Gentleman,  and 
he's  my  Brother's  particular.  Friend,  and  I  know  for  his 
Sake,  he's  welcome-— Come,  wha|  does  this  idle 
G  J  Bridegroom 
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Bridegroom  lie  in  Bed,  and  fufFer  his  Bride  to  be  thus 
long  from  his  Arms  ? 

L.  Out.  Why  fure  y  ou  are  diftrafted  !  I  marry'd  !  how 
came  you  to  dream  of  fuch  a  Thing  ? 

Mir.  It  fignifies  nothing  to  deny  it,  Madam,  I  know, 
and  fo  does  all  this  Company,  that  you  were  marry'd 
to  my  Brother  this  very  Morning— Come,  come,  we'll 
go  and  fetch  him  out  of  Bed*  [Running  in. 

L«  Out.  Hold,  Miranda !  I  thought  ytm  had  more 
Refpeft  to  the  Decencies  of  our  Set,  than  to  carry  Gen- 
tlemen into  my  Bed-chamber. 

Mir.  Nay,  Sifter,  you  may  fliut  the  Door,  but  po- 
fitively  he  (hall  get  up,  or  we'll  diilurb  the  whole 
Neighbourhood. — Mufick,  play  again,  —  \jTheyplay.'] 
We'll  raife  the  Devil,  but  we'll  have  him  out  ol  your 
Bed-chamber, 

L.  Out.  I'm  fure  you  muft  conjure,  if  you  do.-— 
[Enter  Courtwell  as  from  the  Bed-chamber ,  in  a  Night  - 
Gown,  Night-Cap,  and  Slippers.']  Ha !  Oh !  Hea- 
ven !  which  way  got  he  there  ? 

Omn.  Oh!  Mr. Courtwell,  we  wifli  y<j>u  Joy,  Joy, 

Joy. 

Court.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  I'm  oblig'd  to  you  for 
your  good  Wifhes,  but  this  is  a  Compliment  I  muft  own 
I  could  well  have  fpar'd,  fince  it  was  the  Defire  of  my 
fair  Spoufe  to  keep  our  Nuptials  a  Secret «—  Come,  my 
Dear,  don't  be  out  of  Humour,  you  find  'tis  impoiTible 
to  conceal  our  Marriage  any  longer,  the'  upon  my  Soul, 
I  can't  imagine  by  what  Means  they  came  to  know  it. 

L.  Out.  Know  what,  ihou  bafe  impudent  Wretch  ? 
Art  thou  not  aiham'd. 

Court.  Not  I,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  Madam ;  on  the 
contrary,  I  think  my  felf  the  happieft  Man  on  Earth,  in 
the  Poffeffion  of  fo  charmimg  a  Bride. 

L.  Out.  This  is  a  bafe  Confederacy ;  and  you  Mir^nda^ 
I  can  never  forgive,  who  I  fiippofe  are  the  main  Inftru- 
roent  in  this  Defign,  to  trick  me  into  a  Marriage  with 
your  audacious  Brother. 

Court.  Come,  come,  prithee  my  Dear,  difoerfe  thefe 
unbecoming  Frowns,  I  (wear  you  carry  the  Jeft  too  far 
now, 

Z»  Qui. 
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L.Out.  I  never  faw  fo  much  Aflfurance  in  my  Life; 
but  if  it  be  poflible  to  call  a  Blufh  into  that  impudent 

Face  of  thine,  Til  do  it.  Here  Necejfaryy  pray  do  you 

fatisfy  thefe  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  what  you  know  of 
this  Affair,  and  fpeak  nothing  but  the  Truth  I  charge 
you. 

Nec.  May,  Madam,  you  need  not  give  me  that  Cau- 
tion, for  I  never  told  a  Lye  in  my  whole  Life. 

Court.  Ay,  Ay,  do  you  hear,  Neceffary%  tell  the 
Truth  now  your  Lady  has  given  you  leave. 

Hec.  Then  I  mufi  needs  fay  you  have  wedded  and 
bedded  my  Lady. 

Court.  Your  Humble  Servant,  Madam— —Strike  up 
Mufick— Gentlemen  and  Ladies  pray  know  my  Wife. 

L.  Out.  This  is  all  a  Piece  of  concerted  Villainy  to 
ruin  me,  but  tho*  I  am  a  Woman,  I  have  Friends  in  the 
World  may  call  you  to  an  Account  for  this  barbarous 
Impofition. 

{Going  up  to  her  j  Jbe  turns  away  from 
him,  and  frowns  in  Contempt. 

Court.  Prithee  my  Dear,  don't  make  your  felf  fo 
very  Ridiculous,  upon  my  Soul,  you'll  make  me  blufli 
for  your  Folly come,  come,  this  Humour  is  im- 
pertinent, and  I  don't  like  it;  —did  you  think  I  mar- 
ry'd  you  to  keep  it  a  Secret  from  the  World  ?— Know 
your  Duty  Madam,  and  let  me  be  obey'd. 

L.  Out.  Was  there  ever  fuch  Infolence  ? 

Court.  Come,  come,  I  fay  no  more—Why  what  am 
I  ha? 

L.  Out.  An  impudent  Villain. 
CourU  How  ! 

L  Out.  I  have  faid  it,  Sir. 
Court.  Certainly  the  Woman  is  diftrafied  ! 
L.  Out.  Or  this  will  make  me  fo.      [Going  up  to  her 

and  Smiling. 

Court-  An  haft  thou  really  the  Afliirance  to  deny  be- 
ing married  to  me  then  ?  Pray  Madam  will  you  be 
pleas'd  to  tell  the  Company  upon  what  Account  you 
and  I  have  been  in  Bed  together  to  Might. 

L.  Out.  In  Bed  together !  Oh  1  I  (hall  burft  with 
Paffion,  bafe  Man.  "  ~  £Cr#*/. 

GourU 
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Court*  Lord  !  what  obftinate  Creatures  thefe  Women 
are,  when  they  can't  have  their  Will. 

Col.  I'm  furpriz'd,  Madam,  you  fhou'd  be  fuch  an  E- 
nemy  to  your  own  Reputation,  as  to  perfift  in  denying 
your  Marriage,  after  what  wc  have  feen. 

L.  Out.  Why,  what  have  you  feen,  fir. 

Col.  We  have  feen  you.  Madam,  come  out  of  your 
Chamber,  at  Eleven  a-Clock  at  Night,  as  rifcn  from 
your  Bed,, and  followed  immediately  by  a  lufty  young 
Fellow,  whom  we  reafonably  fuppofe,  by  his  Diiabtlle, 
and  his  own  Confeffion,  has  been  your  ompanion 
there  ;  fo  if  you  pleafe,  Madam,  you  may  frill  deny  your 
Marriage,  and  by  that,  give  the  cenfoiious  World  a 
Reafon  to  fufpeft  your  Venues. 

L.Out.  What  can  I  do  in  this  Affair  ?  Sir,  Mr. 

Courtwelly  pray  give  me  leave  to  (peak  a  Word  with 
you  in  private. 

Court   Ay,  my  Dear,  with  all  roy  Heart. 

L  Out.  Pray  tell  m<tj  tir  \  do  you  deilgn  to  peifift  in 
this  impudent  Tiick  i 

Court.  Indeed  I  do  Madam. 

L.  Out.  And  don't  you  think  you  have  a  great  deal 
of  Impudence  ? 

Court.  A  Sort  of  mod  eft  A  durance,  Madam,  fit  to 
carry  me  thro'  fuch  an  Undertaking. 

L.  Out  Why  you  won't  pretend  to  make  me  believe 
you  have  marry'd  me,  and  been  in  Bed  with  me  ? 

Court.  No,  Madam,  you  know  better,  I  have  only 
made  my  Friends  believe  that—Come  Widow,  I  know 
you  have  no  defpicable  Opinion  of  my  Perfon,  there- 
fore if  you  wou'd  preferve  your  Reputation,  and  avoid 
the  Laughter  of  your  Acquaintance,  e'en  come  into  my 
Defign  at  once,  and  own  a  Marriage  with  me ;  I  have 
a  Licence  in  my  Pocket,  and  a  Parfon  by  my  Appoint- 
ment in  the  Clofet,  it  will  be  eafy  to  make  an  Exciife 
for  a  Quarter  of  an  Hour,  while  he  does  his  O&cc, 
return  to  our  Friends,  have  a  Dance,  and  a  Bottle,  then 
to  Bed,  and  bid  fair  for  a  Brace  of  Boys  that  (hall  in- 
herit their  Mother's  Beauty— (Z,,  Out.)  and  their  F^ 
Iher'i  Modefly ;  (Cw?*)  Right*  Madam,  and  thus  I  ftal 
the  iigr dement.     ~  ~~  "* 

r.7   i»0»t: 


Woman  is  a  Riddle*  ti 


L.  Out.  There's  an  irrefiftable  Perfwafion  in  his  Lips, 
and  a  World  ot  Rhetorick  in  his  Kifles.  Don't  you  ex- 
pect I  fhou'd  ufe  you  Scurvily,  if  I  fhou'd  confent  to 
rtstry  you  ? 

Court.  No,  my  Dear ;  I'll  do  fo  well  by  thee,  you 
fhal!  never  have  Reafon  to  fay  you  were  marry'd  for 
your  Sins. 

L.  Out.  Well,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  I  find  'tis  in 
vain  to  deny  it  any  longer,  I — am— .what  fliall  I  fay? 

Court.  I  am  marry'd—  prompting  her. 

L.  Out.  I  am  marry'd  I  wou'd  have  conceal'd  it 
for  fome  important  Reafbns  I  had,  but  now  I  freely  own 
I  have  difpos'd  of  my  Perfon  by  a  Leafe  for  Life. 

Court.  And  I'm  the  Man  that  fliall  inhabit  the  Tene- 
ment  [Kijfes  her* 

(Sir***.)    Her  lips  are  fo  balmy  fweet, 

Such  Magick  there  is  in  a  Kifs* 
'That  when  thus  we  kindly  meet, 
I  long  for  the  namelefs  Elifs. 

Omn.  We  wifli  you  Joy,  Madam.  ^Salute  her, 

Sir  Amo.  Madam,  I  wifh  you  Joy  too,  and  am  ferry 

I  can't  fliew  the  Refpeft  I  ought :  But  you'll  excufc  my 

Difabille  i 

L.  Out.  Pray  Sir  Amorous  what's  your  Meaning  for 
this  Dtfguife  ? 

Mir.  He's  doing  Penance  (tho'  not  in  a  white  Sheet) 
for  fome  Crimes  committed  againft  our  Sex,  I'll  take  an 
Opportunity  to  tell  your  Ladyfhip  the  whole  Affair. 

Court.  Come,  we'll  make  Ufe  of  the  Entertainment 
which  our  Friends  have  been  Co  kind  to  provide  for 
us  You'll  give  me  Leave  my  Dear  to  lead  you  up 

in  a  Country  Dance,  [They  dance.]  Come  my  fair 
Spoufe  ;  for  thy  engaging  Charms,  I  gladly  quit  the  bar- 
ren Pleafures  of  the  Town,  in  the  Fruition  of  thy 
Love  !  I'll  fix  my  future  Iiappinefi  : 

On  Earth  we  find  no  Joys  fo  lafting  proze* 
As  the  chajle  Raptures  of  Connubial  Love, 

The  End:  of  the  Fifth  ACT. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Cross. 

OW,  that  we've  done  our  beft, 
[perhaps  you'll  fay, 
there's  nothing  New  in  what 
[  you've  feen  to  Day. 
How  Jhould  an  impudent  young 
[Fop  mifcarry, 
With  a  poor  Soul  that  [wore  Jhe  ne'er  would 

[marry  ? 

For  by  your  ^wicked  Rules,  you  take  for  good, 
Widows  Jhould  be  like  Almanacks  underftood : 
You  read  'em  backwards,  like  a  Witches  Pray- 
er, 

Tou  fear  they'll  jilt  you,  if  they  [peak  you  fair : 
And,  without  cafitng  Figures,  high  or  low, 
Tou  comprehend  them  when  they  anfwer,  No. 

In  our  Sex,  thefe  Arts  are  nothing  new, 
'^they're  old  Examples  which  we  took  from  you. 
Tou  firfi  began  the  War  of  Oaths  and  Lies, 
And  always  kept  it  on  with  good  Supplies  : 
But  thefe  you  have  forfaken  fome  fame  fince, 
For  that  more  powerful  Vertue,  Impudence  : 

A 
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A  l?hing  of  fuch  infallible  Succefs, 

It  profpers  only  by  its  Emptynefs  : 

Tou  call  it  Courage,  when  'tis  drefs'd  in  Ked3 

But  yet  it  feldom  dies  in  Honour's  Bed : 

It  changes  at  the  Bar  to  Eloquence, 

tfho'  ignorant  of  Law,  and  void  of  Senfe. 

^tfis  Wit,  'tis  Beauty,  and  'tis  manly  Grace, 

It  mightily  fets  off  a  hideous  ugly  Face : 

A  profperous  Folly,  that  without  Pretence, 

Still  Lords  it  over  Breeding,  Wit  and  Senfe. 

When  arm'd  with  this  temptation  you  affail  us, 

O  Cupid !  what  will  all  our  Arts  avail  us  ! 

In  vain  our  Affectations  we  apply, 

Whiljl  you  the  Force  of  Jlrong  Affurance  try. 


FINIS. 


